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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. The Recreation Room—or Rag.

{y _ (2} :
We've finished prep, snd with cheerful Then Tewple’s erowd are, of course, B
step :a.ﬂdwedp =
Wea make our way to the Rﬂf' To use the Rag as well, =
This homely room iz no place for And many a scene we've had between 38
gloom— The Upper Fourth and the Shell. z
Our tongues begin to wag; When war breaks out we can thump apd §
While Bunter sits in a chair that fits shout =
His figure I]].;PEI ﬂﬂﬂuﬂa i 1 Tﬂud ﬁi-ght' to ﬂduiu 'hmﬁ.:m‘dmnﬂm& el SAREFsETAE TR RSN RN AR EEREEERAN SR A FE ARG
The jokes are ployed and the plots are Till prefects stroll in the door and dele
]ii{t Out cepital punishment | A WEEKLY BuncET
With many a push and shove.
(3] . OF FACT AND FUN
PR T % T Some fetlows read, and there's some,

e (1) et
,-|.-.. iz !ll.l[ -|!|I iTi’;IE-E‘d' ‘.
: g ¥ Like Mauly who sit and doze;
: While some play chess, and I must
confess
I'm frequently one of those.
There's ™ footer jaw,” which iz sure io
hraw _ .
An argwnent in iz tromn,

And the whaole roow hums until Wingatae

comes, GREYFRIARS GRINS

And—ir's bed-ime once againl Yve just heard of & man who =stood
quite still upon the corner of a street

| : for nine days. He must have been
THE GREYFRIARS having & chat with Prout!
ALPHABET SAkinner, aceused of ecating toffce in
It 53 dered by X EQ 1
CIHIES, WIE Qfdaie :,.r i welels to
CLAUDE HOEK]NS, turn out his pockets. Luckily, however,
the Musical Genius of the Sheil. he had only a packet of cigarettos amd

AFTER M mms some marked cavds on bim at the tinwe!
SCH H 1 ig for HOSKINS of the Shell,

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

IASEsEEEEEE IS I RN SRR N REERFREAFRARanEd

AEERENSARITAR AN P RN AR AR
EAEEENENEEAENEEE SRR AR R

’ = - : Quelehy said reeently that no sensible
Tom Brown's Wireless  ud let me soy. unless 14l boy would ‘sver gamble, and T hut you
firowney has Edwim!ﬂsa set, ¥ feodn™t writa o Inm At Ia“' anything you like he's right !
A cottage radio, For Hoskins you can anly see Fizher T. Fish has decided ta sto
And sometimes he’s been known to get  When playing some dashed rhapsody. giving offence to others. Ile is gc-iu_{;
That wircless set to go! Or elze composing for a lark to charge for it
In general, it seldom ecares Kar greater melddies than Bach, Loder's f . 1 with simnl
Tﬂ !Et- itﬂ '!.ﬂ'iﬂe h'e hEﬂl"d; ; _ it 0 I:]"5. ‘-ﬂ’..ﬂﬂ iﬂ.ﬁ?fétﬂﬁ Wit [:lln:.lI'l e,
It Likes to mimd its own affairs ; !:'I"'.'*.' "PHHMW ) Good job it's covered with something |
w“;‘“‘d {I;(]“L]?EI' Sﬂ-ij‘ﬂun ;?F;fﬂ-lﬂst _':;:' A ] ) ik ! SIFERIFFEEETERR I ERRRTNARRERM iR dadFRddenanE Ry
en fellows, full of interest, : T
Are waiting in the room, = : a4 ' : PUZZLE PAR

That wireless set is like the rest—
As silent as the tomb.

But now and then the thing eniits
A most appalling squeak,

Which gives a nervous fellow fita
That last about a week.

The reason why it should produce
These squeaks, I can't explain;

Bui Browney says a scrow is looso
Inside tho creature’s brdin,

Last night, for instance, after tea
1 heard a fearful squeal,

In the sechoal libravy there aro
a lot of books, no two of which
have the same number of words,
and there are more booka in the
Hbrary titan words in the largest
book. What is ono of tho book: ?

Anawer al foor of column 2.

AAENAnEA AR ENNR RN ENRANEN
TargnaaEuEanEnRnRdEsERana o0

MINEEFFEFLAEEA R YRR RS AN RS R EREE SRR UREERE

Bon Ogilvy brought his bagpipes to
-chool thi= term  and started by playing

g Or even Mozart, let alone “The Campbells are Coming i IFirst
ﬁ';d,iwmhﬁt' ﬂgﬁf; 1::;2:] ?u e Sucly men as Gricg and Mendelssohn,  time I've heard the prefects called
Paioe .1!"' aﬁ 1 collapssd s ariats H Hoskins studied imusie—well, Camphells |

‘They might not chortle in the Shell.
o docsn't study it: be'll look
On music as an open book

We carrvied him to bed,

When Tubb of the Third =pilled oo
And lcft him with rhe firm belief

acidk on his hands in chemistry class, hn

S H ¥ F H : 2 1 .
That bload was being shed, Whadse secrets nre so clearly scen f"“kd_ bravely, a!':d Smfi A0 '1“51"‘ AT
Then  Prout, complete  with gun. By p great master—aged sixteon ! sl '355"1’,1 E}‘;"‘! It might have been
ruzhed in — i - e, RO A AR
Ta stop o fearful erime, ANSWER TO PUZZLE In tlmh 1&151;.]“ ;;llén'gfniiﬂ Wi t!}w%ht.
% S — sameonae ha P snowman_ in the
And preloets ndded- iy (e din A blank notchook. If there were o509 but it turned out to he Gosling,

Wo had a lovely time ! L0 books in the library, tho largest TR
Meanwhile, the set burst into speech oF thein coald nos cunta?t{; ert s, oAy 1t up.

In Gorman dialect. 999 words, and, as they all had a  When Inky saw Colier on lils nabar-
A book was lying within my reach— different number, one {at lzast) mnit bikae he farned pale with feizht. 1zlo

That's why the set iz wrecked | have hoen blank. black, of conrse.



MAKING GOOD at Groyiriars iIs a hard enough task for Arthur Carter, & ** bad bat ** who has been
turned out of his last school—but ** ﬁishing ** Billy Bunter, who has eut him out of his uncle’s will,

IK

lwm f

is more difficult still |

)

FRANK. Raca-nm.us
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Billy Bunter faced Carter, a threatening frown on his fat face and a warlike gleam behind his

spectacles,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise!
¢ EEN my gold pencil?”
“No ¥
“Well, I
Carter.
The new fellow in the Greyfriars Re-

want  ibt"™  said

move spoke in so significant and wun-

pleasant a tone, that the other fellows
in the study all turned their heads to
look at him.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were listening to Wun Lung, who was
telling them about o Japanese air-raid
that had knocked to pieces his fathor’s
“hong ' at Canton. illy Bunter was
in Study No. l—not beeause he was in-
terested in the Chinese junior’s descrip-
tien of Far-Eastern atrocities, but
because he was in hopes of staying to
lea,

Bunter was waiting impatiently for

Wun to come to a finish., Air-raids
were thrilling, but sosses and chips
were filling; and Billy Bunter wou I:J
rather have becn filled than thrilled.

Arthur Carter came into the study,
lmh;ed over the table, looked over it
again, and then addressed his guestion
to the study generally.

“1 left my gold pencil on the table
when I went down!” said Carter. "1
want to know where 1t 13."

“Look for it!" suggested Ilarry
Wharton.,

“1've looked !™

FLook againl” said Frank Nugent.

“PDon’t talk rot! Whore is jt*”

Wun Lung eeased his naveaiive, apd
his slanting eyes dwelt euriously on the
new member of the Remove.

Billy Dunfter blinked at Carter,
throngh his big spcetacles, with an
intmical blink.

Harry Wharton fxed his c¢yes on

arfer,
“What do you mean?” he ashed
I:']llli"ﬂ"r “"You don’'t suppose that anv-

body in this studv has hegged your
silly pencil, do you

“T know 1 left it on the table, and
that 1t'= not there now! If you've
ahifted it, von can say so.”

“'ve not seen 16" satd Harey curdly.

“Nor 1! said Nugent.

“Wilhat about wvon, Bunter?” asked
Carter.

“Dan't lalk to me, Carter 1™ answered

I A - — - ——-

A Super-Qualily School
atory, featuring HARRY
WHARTON & CO., of
Greyfriars, by our Star
Author.
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Bunter disdainfully. “I've told son 1
bar vou. If vou think I'm going to
know you herg, because vou happen to
be & distant relation of mine, you're

mistaken! Just shut up, seet
“You fat ass,” exclanned Harry
Wharton, “tell the fellow whether

vou've seon his silly pencil or not.”

“Well, I haven't seen 1! But I'm
not g-:utm; to tell Carter 50 § I'm not
oing speak  to him,” retorted
untﬂr, Ca He ean jolly well find out

whether I've seen it or not!”

He brapdished a podgy fist under the new junior’s nose !

“Me lookee ! said Wun Lung.
~ He came across to the table, brushe
ing against Carter.

“Tor't  shove mo,
nna c ¥ rapped Carter.

lenty sally me shoves nicoy feller

Carteo!” said Wun Lung amicably.
* No sce pencil along table”

“Go on, Wun!” sa:d Nugent, “You
were telling vs——"

“You can cuk iliat ont!1” interposed
Carter. “I can't afford to lose & gold

vou Chinese

pencil., Who's got o
“Who's gnt it#”  repeated Harry
Wharton, The captain of the Remove

looked ot Carter with ghntmg oyes,
*Did von say who's gob 187"

“Don't vou  understand  plain
Tinglishy¥" asked Carter. “I  said
uacﬂ,r that, and I want an answer.”

“You wou't get any answer from me,
upless it's a punch on your cheeky
tiase 1™

“Don't gt on the high horse, old
bean—your favourite mount, from what
I hoat in the Removo!” said Carter
coolly. “I don't suspect your High
Mightiness of pinching my pencil.
There's a fellow in this study  who
pinches and pilfers up and down. the
Remove, and I want to know if ho's
got it.”

Billy Bunter's fat face became ns red
ns a newly boiled beetroot with wrath.
His little round eves Hashed through
itis big, round spectacles.

“ You—you—vou e]ueek_fr cad [¥ e
asped,  “You foad! You worm]|
Ton—you—yon swab! Do you think
I rl totieh wour rotten pencil ¥
“ Quite I
Tie Mmm:r Taenany.—No, 1,563,
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“Beast|” roared Bunter.

“I've scen you with that gkﬂl;'l ‘pencil
of yours, Carter,” said Frank Nugent.
“It looks fearfully expensive and fright-
l_.'u!!j pwanky. But it's not eatable, is
Y

*What do you mesn, you nss?™

“]1 mean that if it wore ocatable,
Buntar's eaten it—but if it isn’t, he
hasn't touched it, and vou know it as
well as we do.™

I don’t know it!” said Carter. “1
know I left it on this table, and it isn't

there now! I know that if 1 left a
calce, or 8 bun, Bunter would pinch it
—I've seen you fellows booting him for

pinching tuck in this study. A fellow
who would pinch a ceko would pinch

uu}rthmf else.

“As 1f 1'd pinch a_cake!” roared
Bupter indignantly. “I suppose you're
making out that I had Beb Cherry's
cake. So far as I know, it's still in his
study cupboard. If it isn’t, I don't
kuow anything about it.” ]

“Will you hand over that gold penecil,
Bitnter " ‘asked Carter. "It was o
hirthday present from my unecle, and
cost some goineas, and I'm not going
to lose it. I want it—at once”

‘T advise you to chuck that, Carter I”
said Harry Wharton. “What you say
about a e or & bun i3 true enough,
but you know perfectly well that Bunter
would 'mot touch youwr things. You
wouldn't dare to say so, if he could
handle you as you deserve for your
cheek.”

“I say, you fellows, I'll
hoot him ¥ gasp-e-i Bunter.
old him while 1 boot him 1

“ I'm -wailing | said Carter.

"Eﬂ‘ﬂﬁt -[:u
 “Very welll” said Carter compress-
rrﬁ his li%, “I've lost an article of
value in this study, and I'm bound to
report it to my Forme-master! T'll go
down to Quelch!” He turned to Lhe
door. “Unless Bunter turns out his

ets, this minute, I'm ealling Quelch
m! He ean take his choice.”

“Hold on!” said Harry Wharton,
“ Bunter, you fat ass, you ask for this
sort of thing by snaffling tuck in the
- studieg—"

“1f you're trying to make out that I
snaffle tuek in the stadies, Ilarry
Wharton—*

“0Oh, shut wp, fathead! Look here,
nobody here excopt that' suspicious cad
balieves that vyou womld touweh his
mouldy pencil. We don’t want Quelch

"jiul!y well

BAY, Fou

up here! Turn out your pockets and
catisfy tho cad 1

“You're -:-a;liiru{_gra mo  somo  protby
tames!™ snecred Carter.

“I'm calling you cxactly what yon
are [ said the captain of the Remove
contemptuously.  “Tf you faney that
Bunter would pinch your mounldy peneil,
you're a suspicious cad.”

“Hear, hear}” said Frank Nugent.

“Well, let us zee the pockets turned
out 1” sncered Carter. “I left the pencil
iu this study, and it's gono”

“Beaszt!" roared Bunter, * Look here
then !®

And the {at Ow! of the Ramove began
turning out his (F-m:kcta.

He gave-a sudden jnmp.

“I say, yvou follows! Aly watch is
gone |

" Bother your watch ™ snopped ITarry
Wharton.

“But it's gone!” yelled Dunter, “ 'va
nearly lost 1t two or three times, since
I sold the chain to Fishy. 1 sav, you
fellows, have vou seen my woteh ?%

“Plaps Cartco  gottee!”  supgestod
Wun Lung innocently.

Carter glared round at {he Chineso
junior,

“ Wkhat's that i he roared.

Tre MAGRET LiBRanv.—No, 1,563
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“¥You tinkee Buntce gottee peneil—

laps yor gotter watcheo blong

antee I grinned Wun Lung.

The Removite made a stride at the
Chigese junior, his fists clenched and
liis eyes fﬂuin&

Wun promptly dodged bcehind the
captain of the Remove

“¥ou ean chuck that, Carter1” eaid
Harry. *“You lay a finger on Wun, and
you go out of this study on your nech I*

“You heard what he said!” yelled

rter.

*“ Yes—jiist what you said of Bunter!
Sauce for the goose is sauce for the
gonder ! If you don't like it, lump it 1™

“He, h al” from Bunter.

Arthur Carter breathed hard.

Wun grinned at him cheerfully, from
behind the sturdy defence of the captain
of the Remove.

“Get on with it, Bunter, and get it
over 1 sgid Harry,

“Bat my watch——"

“Bother your twopenny rolled gﬁid
watch! Get on with it, before that
cad starts n yarn up and down the
Remove that there’s been. pinching in
this study [ exclaimed Wharten, im-
paticntly.

Bunter grunted, and resumed turning
ont the lining of his pockets.

. There was & sudden gleam of gold
in tha wintry sunlight from the window.

“Oh ecrikey I” ejaculated Bunter.

Hisz eyes almost popped throungh his
spectacles as he dropped a gold pencil
on the table,

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
stared at it blankly, and Arthur
Carter’s lip curled in a bitter sneor,

“What about that?” he azked =arvcas-
tically,

But Wharton and Nugent did not
reply. They could only stare ot the gold
peneil  turned out of Billy Buntor's
pocket in domb amazement,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Only Wan !

ILLY BUNTER stood Llinking at
the pold pencil.
He blinked with bulging cyes,
If the other fellows n the
study were amazed, Billy Bunter seemed
more amazed, still. e scemed hardly
nble to belicve his eyes or hiz spectacles
as he stared at the gold penel.
“0h ™ gasped Bunter. “Oh crikey 1"
Carter looked at him swith a hard,
rin logk. Bunter looked amazed, Lub
1 was not likely to believe that that
amazement was genuine.  The gold
peneil could not have pot into the fnk
Owl's pocket of its own volition.

“That does b1 said Carter. “I
knew ift, and I suppose you fellows
admit it now ! This is poing before tho
Headl I'm oot going to keop this kind
of thing dark 1"

“I—1 say, yvou fellows, I—I never
touched it 1” gasped Bunter.

“I jumped into  your pocket |
snecred Carter.

“ Beast [

" You—you—you utter ass!' gasped

Harry Wharton, [Onding his voice at
last “You—you benighted didiot!
What—*

“Oh, really, Whartop—"

“Ihd you take it for a joke, or what,
ou tHmmping chump i exelatod
Trank Nugent.

“[—1 never took it 1"

Carter lnughed.

*¥ou cap tell Dr. Locke t(hat!” he
sajd.  “I'm poing down to report {lus
to Queleh, and he will take it before
the Head! Yon fellows will have to
speak vwp as witnesscs I?

Wun Lung made a swift soutile acroes
the study, turned the key in the deor,
erked it out, and seuttled back behind
Vharton, _

It was done before Corter could raice
& hand to stop him.

The new junior starcd at Wuan.

. "Unloeck that door, you Chingio
idiot I he snapped.

“No hully 1" gaid Wun coolly. “You
gocy ‘long old Quelch; say Buntee
pinchee pencil | 'Taps Buntea likee
gne{l; say vou pincheo watchee P’

“Give me that key, you heathen ass ™

“Don't be a duffer, Wun!” seud
Harry Wharton. “You can't keep the
fcllow here.”

“Turneo. onk ckee, all sameeo
Buntee ¥ gaid un. “AMe tinkee
watcheo blnn% Buntee stop along pockee

Cartea |¥

“Rubbish 1" said Harry.

“No tinkee lubbish1 Me savvy plenty
too muech ! declared Wun. “ You makae
Buntee turnce out pockeo blomg him;
makee Cartes samee 1

Carter clenched his hands nlmast eogn-
vulsively, Only the fact that IHarry
Wharton was &lween them proevented
him from hammering the Chinese junior
right and left. ;

*Will you let me out of thiz study
he hissed.

“You turnee out pockee 1V

“I1—I say, you fellows, you make Lim
turn out his pockets ! gasped DBilly
Bunter. *“I-—I shouldn’t wonder if he's
got my watchl He's making nut that
I pinched his rotten peneil—="

“Look here, Wun, if yow've got any
reason to bel B

ieve—"

“Me savvy

“ Now, look here, Carter,” said Harry
Wharton quictly, “ Bunter’s the biggest
fool at Greyfriars, and he must have
picked up your pencil for somo idiotie
1dea of o joke on you g

“He con tell the Head that 1 sneered
Carter.

“I never—

“#hut up, you fat chump! But Wun
=aya you've got Bunter's watch” said
Harry, his eves gleaming. *“We've
made Bunter turn out his pockets; now
itnrn out yours before you go down to
Queleh about Bunter 17

“1 =hall do nothing of the kind!”
exclaimed Carter fiercely,

“¥ou will?™  retorted  Wharton,
“What's good for Bunter is good
enough for you! You'll turn out your
pockets Lefore yor leave this study!
And i vou refuse, I'll held you by the
neck while Nugent turns them out !V

"What-ho ! said Frank. * Blossed if
it docsn't look as i hw's got the
watelh 1" ] ]

Carter gritted his tecth.

“¥ou're two to one!” he said.
turn out my pockets, if you lLike.
von know Enr[&cﬂy well—

“Turn them out ¥

Carter, with a savagely angry free,
turned out his jacket pockets.

But the expression on his face changed
strangely as a large timckeeper, obvi-
ously of the kind of gold called “ rolled,”™
came nto view,

It thudded on the table as he dropped
it there, with blank amazement in biz
face. 'There was a squeak from Bially
Bunter.

“1 say, you fellows, that's my watch !
IIe had st 1™

“Ch crumbs ¥ grsped Nugent.

“That's Bunter's old turnip, Carter ¥
raid the captain of the Remove, * And
it was in your pocket ! How did it zot
fhera 1¥

" I_I

“J— I I—
pocket I

“1'l
HEIL

Carter pas=ped,
don’t know 1™
“It  jumped

1 inte  your
grinned Nogent.



Carter gezed at the watch. Ha
pecmed as mmazed by the sight of the
watch as Bunter had scemed by the
sight of the gpold pencil. He looked as
ifghe conld bardly believe his eyes.

“"Well, you're a precious pair, and no
mistake 1 said the captain of the

Remove. “1 don't and can't believe
that Bunter meant to keep your peneil,
Carter; but you're not a fool like
Buptep——"

o J—1 never—" stammered Carter.
“You can go down to Queleh to-
ether [* said Harry., “TUnlock that
bor, Wun, and let them get out ™

Wun Lung, grinning, unlocked the
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* Hallo, hallo, hallo I ** roared Bob Cherry, as Wun Lung bu
stoppee that fellee Cartee, nicey old Bob Chelly ! ** yelled the Chinese junior.

door. But Arthur Carter was no longer
eager to leave the study. )
Look here,” he said hoarsely, ™ this
is gome kind of a trickl I never knew
that that watech was in my pocket. It
musat have been slipped in [” .

] never knew the pencil was in my
pocket I” hooted Bunter. "I dare say
you sli;:rpl?.li it in when vou pinched my
watch 1

“Why, you fat rotter——"

“You skinny beast—"

Harry Wharton 'fue s sudden start,
and his eyes turned on Wun Lung, who
was almost doubled up in an excess
merriment. ] )

A sudden suspicion shet into the mind
of the captain of the Remove. Ile re-
membered  the little Chinec’s  weird
sleight-of-hand  trickeries. There had
been an incident something of the same
kind in that wvery stuwdy last term.
Wharton suddenly remembered it now.

“Wun " he roarcd. “Yon young
raseal I

“Wun—" repeated Nugent,

“Allee light! Only hittle jokec!”
gasped Wun, gurghng  with laughter.
“Me makes you laugh plenty too
much 1 ‘

“Oh 1" gasped Nugent. *That blither-

EVERY SATURDAY

ing litlle Chiness idigt-—at his potty
tricks again 1™

“inkea  wvelly funnesa!” chuckled
Wun. “Ma puttes pencil blong Cartee
long pockee blong Buntee; watchee
bleng Bunice Iung pockee  blong
Cartee | Plenty too funny I

“What?" gasped Carter blankly.

Harry Wharton almost gasped with
relief. It was, after all, only one of the
weitd trickeries of the Chinese junior.

“Hankee blong Flanky stop along
pockee blong youl” went on Wun,
chortling. * Pockee-knifee blong you
stop along pockee blong Flanky 17

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,

blong me | *'

in zilence, made an exchange of a
handkerchici and a pocket-knife.

“ Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter. " 'That
little Chinese beast playing tricks all the
time ¥

“But  what,”
* what——"

“(h, you're new here!” snapped
Wharton. “You haven't seen Wun at
his mad tricks! He got such a booting
for it last term I thought he'd chuck
it. Wun put your rotten pencil in
Bunter's pocket, and Bunter's mouldy
watelh in vour pocket! Now do you
understand-—or do you want to go down
to Queleh, and aceuse your relation and
yvourself of stealing T

O pasped Carter.

He understood now, and he gave the
chuckling Chinese junior a glare of con-
cenfrated rage.

Wun, evidently, regarded that extra-
ordinary practical joke as e::tremn'll::
funny.  Nobedy else in the study too
that view,

“Raot him ! zaid Harry Wharton.

Wun made a jump to the door.

Rilly Bunter landed ane az he jumped,
and Wun gave a vell,

Clarter  rushed after him  as  he
seutlled from the study, and landed kick

gasped  Carter—

rst info the study. ** What the merry dickens—""

5

after kick as the Chince flew, yelling,
up the Remove passage.

A dozen fellows staved out of the
studies as Wun few by, waking the
echoes, Carter pursuing lhim with a
savage face, kicking and kicking again,

“Hallo! What's this game!" ex-
claimed Vernon-Smith.

“What the thump—"
Poter Todd,

Wun flew on. Carter flew after him.
He landed o dozen, at least, beforo the
Chinee reached his study, Neo. 13 in the
Remoave.

Wun Lamng burled the dooy open and
tore in, velling frantically.

g

exclaimed

1
i
|-!
r

u1
lh‘"

“You
* Plgnty too muchee kickee 'long tlousers

“Halle, halle, hallo!” came Bob
Cherry’s voice from within the study,
“What the merry dickeng=——"

*You stoppee that fellee Cartee, nicey
old Bob Chelly1” Eallr:-d Wun Lung.
“ Plenty too muchee kickee 'long tlousers
b'long me.”

Bob Cherey jumped up.

Carfer was 'purﬁuillq the Chinee into
the study, when Bob'a stalwaert figure
stood in the way.

“Stop that [ rni}pe:.i Bob.

“Do you know what he's done ¥ yelled
Clarter furionsly.

“"No: and don't want fo! Get ont1?

Bob slammed the door on Carter's
Noas,

Carter grabbed the door-landle, but
he let it go again. Perhaps he concluded
that Won Lung had had enough, Wun
had certamly come to that conclusion.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Gummy !
ENRY SAMUEL QUELCIH,
H master of  the Greviriars
Remove, sat in his study and
frowned.

Five minutes ago. My, Queleh hod sent
Tre MaicNer LOBRALY.—No. 1,563,
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for 3 member of his Form to eone to
his study

That member of the Remave had not
yet arrived,

Wherefore did My, Quelch frown, and
with each succeeding minuia his frown
mtensified, till at length it really seemed
to resemble that “frightful, fearful,
frantic frown® of the Lord MHigh
Executioner.

Queleh’s time was valuable, Not per-
haps so valuable as he believed it to be;
still, very valuable. And Bunter wag
wasting it |

Quelch had weork to de. There waz a
pile of Latin papers on the table, over
gvory one of which Queleh’s con-
scientious eyo had to reve, But he bad
to get through with Bunter before he
EEttﬁd down to work: DBunter was keep-
ing him waiting.

Trotter, the page, had been sent for
Bupter. Quelch was perfeectly well
aware that Bunter was not out of gates,
or even out of the House. He had
actually seen Bunter as he came along to
hiz study from Common-room. Bunter
had been in Masters’ Passage, and
quéich would bave called him had not
tha fat junior vanished too swifily vound
the nearest corner. So he had rung for
the House page and scnt him to call
Bunter, andp gunter, though rewdenti;r
not far away, had not yet arrived.

Mr. Quelch stretched out his band to
begin on Latin papers. He breathed
hard ae he did eo. Then there was a
sound of footsteps 1 the passage—slow
snd lagging footsteps that came relue-
tantly towards his door. He heard a

runt cutside that door, a sure sign that

unter was therc. B8till there came no
tap, and the door did not open.

The Remove master stared at the door,
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puzzled ns well as ireitated. It veally
segmed as if Bunter regarded his Form-
master's study as Daniel might have re-
garded the lion's den.

. It was true that Quelch had caned him
in gloss thet morning, but that was no
reason why the fat Owl should rogard
his study as & danger-zone, Unless, in-
deed, he had some sin on his fat con-
science, and fancied that he was sent for
for punishment.

Mr. Quelel nodded as that suspicion
come inte his mind. It was guite pro-
bable, for Bunter's sins, though not of
a8 very seriou: kind, were pumcrouns—as
numerous as the sands on the seashore,
Indeed, Mr. Quelch recalled that he had
scuttled off in a very ﬁuspinim:s manner
when he had seen him in the passage.
Possibly he had been up to somo mis-
chief there befare Quelch catne along
from Common-room. ‘Quc!eh’s frowniz
brow a.pcfam;rma.tud still nrora fo that o
the Lord High Exeentioner.

“Bunter 1” he rapped out, like 3
bullet.

“Oh 1’ enme o gasp outside the door,
*“¥Yes, sir] I—] was just—just going to
knock, sir ™

The door opened at last, and Billy
Bunter came in.

He ﬁ.ﬂm Quelech a very uneasy blink
g

throu his spectacles. Obviously the
fat junior was in & state of appre-
hensioh.

“I havo sent for sou, Buntor——>
began Mpr. Quelch.

“It wasn't me, :zir!”?  interjected

Bunter. “1 Lknow absolutely nothing
about it, sir ] Besides, I never had any

gum 1
“CGun 7" repeated My. Queleh blankly.
" ¥es, sir—I mean, no, sir! As for

taking Toddy’s bottle of gum, T should
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never have thought of it. Besides, he
hadn’t one.”

Mr. Quelch fixed hiz glmlet-eyes on
that hopeful member of his Form as if
he would bore into him with them.

“Have you been playing some trick

with gum, Bunter ¥ he vapped.

“Me, sir! Oh, no, sir!” gasped
Bunter, "It was some other ?l"”li}w,
sir! I=I hope you dov’t thiuk it was
me, eir 1”

I have heard of no ocenrvence of the
kind, Bunter—""
L 11 I_.__,]'

“Oh!” gasped
though t—"

The fat Owl broke off, and Mr. Quelely
smiled faintly.

Ewduntlg Bunier’s tardy avvival in
the study had been duo to s cotviction
that he was sent for in connection with
some matter involving gum,

Gum sometimes found its way il
places where it had no business. It was
not unknown in inkpots, and even 1n
tha sests of armehairs.

Billy Bunter broathed more frecly as
hie realised that he had had a false

Bunter.

alarm. Quelch had not sent for him
about gum,

“Please do not talk naonseénse,
Bunter,” went on Mr, Quelch. “1 have

gent for you becauss I haveo received a
letter from a relative of yours."™

“I—I think my father was swlully
pleased with my report last ferm, sivl1”
ventured Bunter, he—he was
very satisfied, sir.” ;

“Your father expressed no such satis-
faction to me, Bunter, But it i3 of
another relative that I am speaking—a
My, Carler.”

“Carter 1" cjaeulated Bunter.

“Tho unele, I understand, of the new

boy in my Form,” said Mr. Quelch. “A
distant velative of yours, Bunter.”
“0Oh, awiully distant, sirl” eaid

Dunter, “We hardly know the Cariers,
A vather low lot, sir.”

Mr. Quelch stared at him.

“I have lold you not to talk nonscnse,
Bunter,” he said. “Myr. Carvier has
written to me, as your Form-master, to
ask somoe quesiions concerning you.’®

“Like his cheok, siri” said DBunter
warnily, “I've only scen the old josser
1T,

“The what £

“J-—1 mean the old bean, sir—thet is,
old My, Carter|” stammered Bunter.
“ I only seen young Carier once before
et camie here. I don't like the Carters,
=

“Your relative secems to take an
itsterest in you, Bunter, though he has
never dis layed it before, so far as I am
::mu:m-nm}, He desires me to make 2
yeport of yvou, and intimeates that if it is
a favourable one, 1t may be to your ad-
vantage in the futere.™

“Oh " gazped Bunter,

Ilis fat face brightened.

“TI—1 say, sir, he—he's not o bad old
bean!” he exclaimed. * Young Cartey
je a beast, but old Carter’s all vight. I
rentember he treated me very decently
the day I visited him, » long time age.
1 found his spees for him—"'

“Wha-a-t 7"

“I helicve young Cavter hid them,”
satd Bunler., “That's the sort of thing
he would do. Anyhow, the old josser-—
I mean, the old bean—was in & feariul
state of stew—I mean, he was upset—aiul
I found his specs, and afterwards young
Carter uu!:tu:.*}lwd a cushion at me,
n i =

“That will do, Bunter!  Precisely
what Mr. Joseph Curter means by it, I
cannot undertake to say: but he states
that if you prove yourself worthy it ma
ho to your future advantage. I am tall-
ing ‘yon this, Buuter, so that you may



de your bost fo earn the good opinion of
& relative who takes an 1nterest in you,
and is, I understand, very wealthy.’

“Rolling i it, sir!” said Bunter
engerly. “.Tust caked with oof 17

Oof! Really, Bunter—"

“Bpondihes, sir. Yon know—"

“Spondulies I Mr., Quelch could
hardly helieve his ears. “ Bunter, what

ou mean by——"

“Rrass, sir! The old bean’s got tons
of it, wallowing in it, in fact!™

“Upon my word, if yon uso such ex:
pressions, Bunler, I shall cane you!
Now, listen to moe. I cannot refuse to
send this rmeport to Mr. Joseph Carter,
and you understand, I presume, that I
can stato only the exaet facts in it. For
your own sake, therefore, 1 advise you
to make some cfort at amendment this
term."

i M{'!,
SUrprise.

The fak Owl did not appear to realise
that he was in any need of amendment.

Bunter did not, perhaps, regard him-
self as a perfeet character. But he was,
he had no doubt, as near perfection as
frail human nature could get. At all
events, he could see no room {for im-
provement, efen with the aid of his big
spectacles.

“¥ou arn aware, Bunter, of what 1
had te pnt in vour last term’s report,”
seidd Mr. Quelch sternly. " Laziness,
untruthfulness, carelessnoess—""

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“Slovenliness, hoth in clas=es and in
person,” said Mre. Queleh. “But most
serionis of all—untruthfulness."

“Not me, sic " gasped Bunter. * Are
—aren't vou thinking of some other fel-
low, sir?™

“I shall now,” said DMr. Quelch,
“preply to Mr. Carter’s letter. I advise
vou, Bunter, to do better this term than
ast, in order that the report, when 1
gened if, may bo as favourable as
possibie,”

Mr. Queleh picked up his pen and
drew notepaper towards him.

Billy DBunter's eyes and spectacles
fixed upon him as he did so.

The pen dipped into the inkpot and
came oul again, with a stragele of some-
thing :ticky adhering to the nib,

Eilly Bunter backed rapidly to the
door. Queleh had not told him to go,
but in the civcumstanees Bunter thougnt
it judicions not to wait to be told.

fr, Quelch gazed blankly at the
sticky substance streammng fvom his pen,

“Gum " he ejncnlated.

Bunter's fat hand was on the door-
handle.

Mr. Queleh bounded to his feot.

“ Bunter [

“"Oh erikey! It—it wasn't me, sir!”
wailed Buoter. “I--I—I never knew
there wae any gum in your inkpot, sir!
I never put it there because Fou
whopped me this morning, ric! I—=1
haven't been near the study—"

Mr. Quelch laid down the gunmy
pen and picked up a cane; the expres-
gion on his face was terrifving.

* Bunter, vou young rascal, nen-l over
that chair !’

“Oh ernmbs 1M

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

* ¥ arooo-ooooh-ohh-cooop 17
Bunter.

“Now go!'" thundered AMr. Quelch.

#* Ooonooooh

Bunter scuttled.

The Remove master, breathing hard,
sat down to write to Mr. Joseph Carter
—with fresh ink. And it was probable,
at least, that the incident of the gum in
the inkpot would not add favourably to
his deseription of old Mr. Carter's
young relative at Greyfriars School.

st ! exelaimed Bunter, in

roared
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !
1 HAT ass Smithy!” grunted

Johnny Bulk
“ Asking for it, .az usual!”
e remarked Nugent,
'The askfulness, as uswal, is terrific
and pt';{mtemas,‘ remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“8illy ass!” zaid Harry Wharton.
“Come on "
“Hold on o minute!” said Bob

Cherry, with & glimmer in his eves.

The Famouz Five had been in the
gym after lock-ups. Coming out of the
gym, they were supposed (o go directly
back to the House; but Greyfriars
Juniors, like other mortals, did nat
always deo exactly as they were sup-
posed to do. 1t was o fine, clear, frosty
evenng, and the chums of the Bemove
saw no reason why they should not trot
round the quad before going in.

3o they trotted routud.

That was how they came to spot the
fellow who was climbing out over the
school wall. Between the tall old elms
and the school wall was deep dusk, but
in the glimmer of winter stars they saw
the clambering figure and had no doubt
that it waa Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars. Breaking
bounds after lock-ups was one of
Snuthy's little ways, well known to all
the Remove—though, fortunately for
Smithy, not so well kuown te the school
authorities.

“0Oh, coma on!” =aid Harry.
bizney of ocurs, Bob! Smithy's owa.pal
Redwing can’t keep him straight, =o
it's not much good our trying.”

“Redwing doesn’'t go the right way
fo wotk,” said Bob cheerily, “He just
augues with Bmithy. 1 know a better
way.'

“Well, what’as that?"

“There's a big puddle under that
wall. If SBmithy rolled in it, 1 don’t
suppose he would want to go out after
that, even if Bill Lodgey is waiting for
him at the Three Fishers.”

“Think Stmithy's the chap o fall
down in a puddle. fathead 1

“Yes—if we pushed him in”

“Oh! gasped Wharton, “ But—""

Bob Cherry evidently had no use for
“buts.” He cut off towards the wall,
rapidly approaching the climboer.

The breaker of bounds had his arms
over the top by this time and was about
tu_;.dpull himself over to drop on tho outer
E1dla,

Just in time Bob Cherry got a grasp
on Inz ankles.

There was a startled, terrificd gasp
from the fellow on the wall,

Probably he thought for the moment
that some watchful prefect had spotted
him—in which cas. he would have been
marched in to see his headmaster,

The Co. followed Dob, chuckling.
They wore all more or less friendly
with Bmithy, in spite of that black-

wardly kink in his character—having,

ike most schoolboys, s wide tolerance,
and no desire to set up in judgment on
other feliows. '8till, it was a friendlv
act to keep the bad hat of the Remove
from hreaking bounds and taking the
rvisk of a Head's flogging or the “sack.”

The fellow clinging to the top of the
wall struggled frantically to draw his
feet up., He did not speak and he did
not look down, in fcar of being recog-
nised if it was 8 prefect that had
collared him,

His struggle to get loose and get away
was desperate, but it was of no nvail;
Bob Cherry had possession of both his
ankles—and he kept possession of them.

A momont more and the rest of the

“Hﬂ i

i

Co. were grasping the wriggling legs;
then the -breaker of hmmdsghadg to let
go his hold as they all pulled together,
and he came down bumping,

He sprawled, panting, among the
five, and the next moment Bob had
tipped him over into the ‘puddle. It
was quite a largoe puddle, left by recent
rain, and there was a loud splash as
the junior's face plunged into it.

* Qooooooch 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“"Roll him over ! said Bob cheerily.
“He won't want to go out smothercd
with mud! Do him a good turn "

And the Famous Five did that good
turn—rolling the spluttering, gaspin
Junicr over in the puddle till he ha
gathered up most of the mud in it.

Horrible gurgles and gasps came
from the wretched vietim as he rolled
and splashed and collected mud. When
the Famous Five relensed him he sat
up in the middle of the puddle, still
gurgling breathlessly and glaring at
thn%m from a face thick with mud.

*You—urrgh—yon—you—urrggh I he
gasped.

“Done you a good turn, old bean!”
chuckled Bob. *“¥ou can't call on your
bookmaking friend in that state—
what "

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

YLucky it wasn't Wingate, or
Gwynne, or Loder spotted you, old
thing ! chortled Nugent. “ You'd have
got something worse than mud.”

“Gurrggh | You—yon meddling
fools!  You mad cads! Guvrggh!”
spluttered the wretched objeet in the
puddle.

Harry Wharton started,

“That . doean't sound like Smithy!™
he exclaimed. “That's wnot the
Bounder [

“0Oh, my hat ! ejaculated Bob.

All the Famouz Five had taken it for
granted that the breaker of bounds was
the reckless Bounder, but rcally the
kad taken vather s lot for granted.
“Bad hats '" were few and far between,
no doubt, at Greyfriars, but undoubt-
edly Binithy was not the only one.
Skinner and Bneop of the Remove
sometimes followed the Bounder's bad
example; and there were fellows in
other Formas, such as Angel and Kenney
of the Fourth.

. “I= it Bkinner 1" asked Nugent, peer-
ing at the muddy faee  “Berve him

vight if it is!"

“You fools! You rotters! You
meddling cads!” The muddy junior
staggered to his feet, his eves gleamin
with rage from the coating of mud.
“¥You—you—you—— Oh, you rotters!”

“Carter !” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Oh crumhs! Carter!” repeéated

N:.ﬁlaent-.

muddy fellow's voice was husky
with rage, but all the five recognised it
now; the breaker of bounds was Arthur
Carter, the new fellow in the Remove.

fTha grin faded from Bob Cherry's
ace,

“That worm i* he said. “I wouldn't
have touched wou if I'd known it was
vou, Carter.! You're not nice to touch |
The sooner you get vourself sacked the
Lbatter for the Form M

“You meddling fools [* hissed Carter.
“What's it got to do with you? Can't
vour mind your own business i

*Borry we didn't!"” said Bob, "We
thought 1t was Smithy——"

“¥You fool, are yon blind? You nover
thought it was Smithy; you did this
on purpose, you fool—you cheeky
rotter 1" Carter scemed almost beside

hiraself with rage.
Toe Macxer Lierany.—No, 1563,
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No doubt he had cause to be exasper-
ated. e was smothered with mud
from head to foot, and certainly in no
gtate to keep an appointment outside
tho school. On that subject, however,
thoe Famous Five had no sympathy to
waste on hin.

“(h, chuck it, Carter!” said tho
captain of the Remwove contemptuousky.
“You desorva what youn've got, any-
how! You've kept tﬁia gort of thing
prefiy dark since you've been her i

“Ta it your lzney #" snarled Carter.,

“No; but vou ought to he jolly well
bgoted, all the same! Come on, you
Igllnw.«t, we've got to get in”

The Famous IFive walked awoy to the
“House, leaving Cavter still gasping and

dripping mud.

“ Blessed if I knew Carter was that
kind of goat ¥ said Johnny Bull,

“1 did ! growled Bob Cherry. *1I
told you ho was o 1otter tho fivst day he
eatne.  Still, T wouldn’t have yvanked
him down if I'd known it was Carter.
I never thought of him—though I might
have, The fellow cught nover to have
come {0 Greyfriars ¥

“Well, I suppose he's no worse than
Smithy,'” said Nugent.

“Ves, he is—tons!” grunted Bob.
“Bmithy's a bad hat, but he's got soino
';:rngigﬂml quelitios; but that toad

-ﬂ xr

Bob Cherry went inte the House
frowning, his chus following him
smiling.

Arthur Carter certainly,
feeling grateful, as hoe panted for
breath and scraped off mud., He was
ptill hreathless, and still muddy, when
hoe cvept in at & back window and
sncghicd away to the Remove.

was not

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Peter Is Pally !

L ODDY, old ehap—"

H8tony 1" said Toddy old

chap, regretiully.

“Don’t bo a beast, Toddy!
Lan't a fvllow open his montl, with-
out you thinking that ho wants to
borrow something off vou? demanded
Billy Bunter, warmly.

“Not 2 fellew pamed DBunter!”
answered Peter Todd.

“ Beast1"”

The Removo had come up to prop;
and in Study No, 7, Peter Todd ana
Tﬂ-l'.tl:- Dutton were sorting out their

5.

Billy Bunicr was reposing more or

logs  gracefully in  the armchair,

gpparently ocenpied by matters nore
important than prap! Thero was a
decp wrinkle of thonght in Dunter’s fat
brow.

“I say, Toddy, I want you to do
something for mel!” said Bunter.
“I =ay, youw've heard mo speak of old
Carter—that cad Carter’s unele ™

“Often 1  aszoented  Peter.
often, in fact !’

“Oh, really, Toddy! IIo's cur vich
relation, you know—I mean, one of our
rich relations. I've always thought that
the stuff was all going to that cad Carter
—I know tho old hean sent him fo St
Olaf's and he had a big allowance there
—sticky with ocf. I told you he was
a rich relaiion of mine when he camo
here, Toddy—" )

“You did! Tifty times at lcast!
Don’t tell me again for the fifvy-firsg !

“But look here, he doesn’t seem to
nPcm] a lot of money here,” said Bunter.
“Ho doesn’t scem to be rolling in oof

Liere, Peter, like he did at his last
Tug Micxer Lmpany.—No. 1,563
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~chic That'e rather surprising, ain't
it?

“Not at afl [ answered Peter, “You
see, old fot man, nobody belicves in
your rich relotions cxcepting yourself—
if you do "

“Beast! I mean to say, old Joo
Carter’'s fearfully richl Looks to mo
a3 if ho may be turning his nophew
down I said Bunter. “After all, ho
may havo found out what & rotter lLe
is! [ found it out =oon enongh, after he
camo herc. o is a fearful rotter, isn't
he, Peter §* -

sehool.

“"Well, there’s one thing in  |is
favour.”
“What's that®? demanded Dunter,
warmly.

“He can’t stand voul™

“You silly nss!” reared Dunter.
‘Look here, Peter, 1 was going to take
tho brute up when le ceme here, and be
kind &nd fricndly, and all that—but
you know how he's treated me-——*""

“1 thought tho trouble was that he
wouldn't treat you 1"’

“I don't mean that sort of treating,
you fathead! You're dense, Poterl
Now, lock here, old Carter’s written to
old Q’uelch, asking him about meo, He
says something about a good report be-
g to my advantage. That might
mean that he's foed up with that cad
Carter, and means to shell out in my
dircction. ¥e might leave me the oof.
Even a tenner on & chap's birthday
ain't to be sneezed at!™ szaid Bunter

“ What about prep?™

“ Nover mind prep now! Look here,
Cater, want to get o good roport
this terma! Quelch is prejudiced against
me, in a lot of wayg: still, he's a fair
man: he will tell the trath. The
difficulty 1z, that he ean’t seo that I'm
the most decent chap in  the
Remove——-7",

“Oh crikey 1" pasped Peter. * Now,
1 wonder why Quelch can’t sce that !V

“Irejudice "’ said Bunter, shaking his
head. ' Schoolmasters have these pre-
judices, you know! Often they don’t
have much judgment! Why, Quelch
thinke move of you, Toddy, than he
does of me! That shows what a fool
he 18.M

“D-d-does ilt” stuttered Peter.

“Well, ba reasonable, old chapl”
savd Bunter. “Are you in the samo
strect with me, in anythingl Upright-
ness, straightfovwardness, mauliness—
that sort of thing, I mean.”

“¥Ye gods!™ mumured Peter.

“But the truth is, that Quelch has
n lot of prejudiece,” said Bunter. * You'd
hardly believe that he put untruthful-
ness in my last reporr, Peter ! Me, you
koow—untruthful ! Makes you stare a
Int, what?

i

Petor  was  undoubtediy  staring  ab
Bunter! Ho was staring at him guito
Mankly. He continued to staro.

“Well, I've got to sct that right,
somehow, and get & good report from
Queleh this term,” saie Bunter. " Now,
if I've got any faclts, Petor—"

H-I!:‘IH

“¥es, and i yon notice them——!

i l=I—=1 mightl” purgled Petor.
“It's just barely within the bounds af
possibility that I might notice a fow.”

“Well, i you do, ;faint, thom out to
mal” said Bunter. “I don't mind your
being quite frank. Quelch says I'm [azy
and untruthful—poodness knoows why!
But you know, when a schoolmaster gets
an idea into his head, it takes a lot
of shifting. I want to shift that i1dea
right out of GQuelch’s head, though,
You see, it's important, if old Carter's
thinking of coming down hand<omao.
The fact iz, Peter, that fellows some-
times have litile foults, without noticing
themn thomeselves=and that's where 2

¥

real pal comes in, to point them out.
Heat’

"I see!” gurgled Peter. *Tll horrow
B microscopa from the lab, and seq if I
can spot any faults in you, Bunty.”

“Point ont any yon notice, gquilo
trankly,” said Bunter. "1 mean to say,
wo ve all got our faulta: 1 don't mako
out that I'm faultless, though I suppose
I'm a cut above any other tellow in tho
Remove. 1 want to get right with
Quelch, before he sonds off that report.
A fellow might slack a bit, sart of un-
consciously—he might draw the leng
bow a trifle—see? Well, if you over
spot me doing either, Petor, just let mm
know, quite gtain, and I'll zet it right,"”

Peter Todd gazed at the fat Owl

If Billy Bunter’s pal was to point out
to him when he was lazy, and when ho
was untruthful, it scemed to Poror that
that pal was going to be a litile man
with & busy day! 8till Peter was ready

to obligao,

:: Well, what about Pmp?" he asked.

Oh,  blow ?rep!' raid  Bunter,

pﬂ&vwh!y. “I'll have a shot at it
presently.  If Quelch begins on mo in
the morning, I can tell him I lost a
book or something.”

“Ha, ha, ha I Etﬁled Petor,

Bunter blinked at him,

*What are you cackling at now(" he
demanded.

“looks to mo as if 1 shall have lo
wark  overtime !  remarked DPeier,
“3tifl, here goes| Get out of that arm-

chair "’

“Eh? What for?”

“FPrep!”

“Blow prep! I'm tired! I say,

leave that cheir alonet! Why, you beast,
wharrer you at?* voared Bunter. 1
say—yargoouop !*

cter pgraiped the armchair by ibo
back and tilted it.

The fat Owl rolled on the earpet wiih
a bwmp and & roar. )

Ho sat th[‘i]'ﬂ-_. gasping, ot loa
spectacles straight on his fat littlo
nose, and blinked at Toddy with a
poetrifving blink.

“What do you think you're up (o,
you idiot?’ he bawled.

“Pointing out to vou that you're
lazy " explained Petor, “uite un-
conscions on your pavt, I've no doubt,
old fat bran: but it’'s generally con-
sidered lazy to squat in an armchair
and ecut work! See?”

“Yon silly a=s!” howled Buanter,
staggering up. "' Look lere, I'm not
going to do any p'l"E[i: sent )

“Tf you dow't, I shall keep on point-
ing ont to you that youw're lazy—in
the same wayl"

“ Beast 1" .

Billy Bunter drew a chair o the
table, and sat down. .

Peter, grinning, sat down also to his
bhooks. 2 e

Bunter gave onc blink at Virgil—
and another blink at the Lalin dictionary
—and pushed back his chair,

“I can’t do any preep, Toddy !
got a fearful headache !

Peter picked up a mler from the
table. Thore was a sound like a pistol-
shot in Study No. 7, az it cracked on
Bunter’s fat knuckles.

Bunter’s frantic yell ran the length of
the Remove passage. He sucked his
lenuckles and squealed wildly.

“You mad ass, wharrer you up to?"
he shricked. .

“Pointing out o you that you're un-
truthfuk ™

" Von—you—yolt  beast, can’t  yon
take my word that I've got o tooth-
ache !’ roarcd Buntey

“0Oh, my bat!l As well as the head-
arhe i'

“I—I mean o headache !

I'vo

I've oot &
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“ You fools—you rotters—you meddling cads !
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The muddy junior staggered to his feet, his eyes gleaming with rage.

* You—you—you—oh, you rotters !'* * Carter !'* exclaimed Harry Wharion, recognising the muddy junlor's voice.
“ Oh erumbs ! Carter ! ** repeated Nugent.

dreadful headache in a double-tooth—
I mean 8 [rightful toothache in the
back of my head—that is, 1 mean to
se%a—1 Yarocopop !

rack !

“"You beast, keep that ruler away ™
raved Bunier, *Look here, you beast,
I'm sorry I asked you now—I don't want
rou to do it—mind your own business,
see? Just mind your own business, and
leave a fellow alone, yvou beast!”

Peter shook his head.

“Now I've started, I'm going to carry
on the good work!"” he declared. *I'm
going to help you clear Queleh’s mind
of those prejudices. You slack any
more, of tell any more lies, hn{nre wa go
down, and yvou get the ruler’

“Look here * roared Bunter.

“You ssked me to be pa&%’. didn’t
you?” demanded Peter. “Well, I'm
plaving up! Get on with your prep!”

“I'vo got a—a—I mean, all right,
vou hoast! I{eﬁp that ruler away!
T'm getting on with it, ain’t 19" yelled
Bunter.

And he got on with it. He paused,
every now and then, to give Peter
Todd an infuriated blink. But he did
not pouse long—the ruler was ready, ot
Peter’s elbow, and Peter was evidently
going to be pally |

Not for the first time, Billy Bunter

was dissalisfied ot getting what he had
ashed for!

THE SIXTH THAPTER.
Puiting It Plain!
asked IFrank

: HAT'S upt®
W MNugent.
“ Blessed if I'know.™

"Iz the upfuluess terri-
gr: #* dnguired  Hurree Jamset Ram
1)

li.
%\’hnt the  dickens—" grunted
Johnny Bull,

Four members of the famous Co.
came into Study Neo. 1 siter class

Arthur Corter was there, working &b
a Latin excreise. He was working in
& slow, desuliory, wnwilling way at a
book of Buelonius

Since he had been at Greyiriars, the
new junior had had spasms, as it were,
of swotting. It was clear that he
wanted to get on in class, and earn the
rood opinion of his Form-master; and
uwt the same time, it was clear that he
did not like work, and had no faste for
loarning anything. He scamed like a
follow who had made up his mind to
do, somehow, what he most emphati-
cally did not want te do.

He glanced up, irritably, as the foar
juitiors came in. However, he gould
ardly complain of the fellows who
shared the study coming in end bring-
ing their friends with them. He
dropped his eyes te his work again,
and ploughed on.

“Bob's got something to say!” said
Harry Wharton. “He asked me to
rountd up you fellows here. That's all
I know.’

Carter looked up again,

“Cherrey coming here?™ ho asked.

“¥oeu, answered Harrwv.

“Not much use a follow trying  to
work. then,” grouted Cavier. “I'll
chuck it. and got out!”

Bob Cherry appeared in the study
doorway at thar moment. Ile heard
Carter’s words, but he stepped in, and
closed the stuwdy door behind him.

“Hold an, Carter,” he said guoictly.
“I've pot something to say {o i{hewe
fellows that I want vou to hear™

Carter stared at him,

“I'm neot interested in your
wag ! he answered,

*1 think you will -be, when I get
gomng. Anvhow, I wani vou to hear.”

“You ecan want!” said Carter, with
a seowl. “ You've cut this study, over
siitee I've been herel Now you ecan

chin-

keep vour jaw for your friends—I don'g
want to hear it." .
“Well, you're going to hear it!™ said

Bob, He put his back to the door. "I
shan't keep you long, Carter,”
“You won't keep mo st alll”
“You're staving here 1l I'm

through t* gaid Bob., “I'm standing by
the door till I've finished. If you want
a scrap on your hands, you're your own
master—but you've not Eoin out of
this study till I've said what %‘TE come
nore to say.”

Carter looked at him in mingied
anger and astonishment. He did not,
certainly, want 8 scrape with the
heftiest fighting-men in thoe Remove.
Hiz eyes gleamed, as he looked round
at the Co.

“What does this foolery mean?” he
ashod,

“Haven't the fﬂgg’iﬂ&t,“ answercd
Harry Wharton. *“Bob asked us to
come here, and I suppose from what he
says he wants you, too! Keep your
temper—it won't hurt you to hang on
for a few minutes

“Do you fancy I'm going
bullied like thas?”

“Well, look here, Bob, thiz i3 rather
thick, you know,” said Johnny Bull
“1 don't sec making Carter stay here
if he doesn't want to”

“Lots of things wyou don't see!”
answered DBob. “Carter’s got to hear
me—bmt i1f he calls this bullyving, he can
go down, if he likes—and T'll say what
I'vee got to say before a whole crowd.
T fancy he will be rather sorry to have
hiz private affairs known all over the
LRemove, that's all”

(larter pave & start,

“$What the thuamp do yea know aboul
my private affaivs?" he execlaimed,

“More than I want to kuow[" re-
torted B3ob. He stepped away from {ho
door. “{io out, if you like—and if you
want all Greyfriars to hear about your
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rotten treacherous scheming
your relation Bunter,”

Carter caught his breath, and the
colour wavered 1o his cheoks.

Thrée members of the Co. stared
ilaukly at Bob, and Harry Wharton
compressed his i’:ips & little,

“ Look here. Bob—" ho began.

“I'm going to have this out!"™ said
Bob. ™It's been ou my mind ever since
ihat day at Lantham. I've heard what
happened in this study the other day
when Wun gdung was hore, and that
scttlea it Clarter’s got to stop it, and
it's only fair to warn him."”

against

“I can’t imagine what you're tolking

about I* muttered Carter. " Everybody
knotws that I bar that fat cad Dunter.
Any fellow would bar him for trying
o stick on as a relation! But——"

“1f that was all, it would be no
bizney of mine!” said Bob. “ But that’s
not all. Bar him as much as you like—
but youw're not going to play treacherous
tricks if I can stop you.”

“Vau're simply talking in riddles [*
mmy Carter, pwi’:h s shrug of the
shoplders, “Looks to me a&s if you'ro
wandering in your mind.”

“Can't say 1 make you out, DBob!”
said Frank Nugent. :

“Well, I'll clear it wp!” said Bob
Cherry. “I've iold ~Wharton—and
nobody else, so for. FPm geoing to tell
vou fellows—before Carter! ¥You know
how Ponsonby and his gang ragged me
at Lantham Station & couple of wecks
ago—tying me vp, with o hanky stulfed
in my mouth, behind the door in the
waiting-room——="- .

“What on carih’s that got to do with
Carter 7™

“It was the day Carter eame. He
came with that man Gooch, and they
chatged traina at Lantham, and waited
in the waiting-room.”

Carvtor gave another start.

“They never knew I was stuck there
behind the door, and 1 couldn’t make
them hear me,™ zaid Bob, "I never got
loose till some CLff House girls came
in, & long time afterwards, as I've told
vou. Well, Carter and that man Gooch
jawed in the walting-room, and I
couldw’t help hearing what they said.”

“Oh 1" gasped Carter.

o knew now, in & flash, why 1t was
that Bob Cherry had barred him from

the day he came to Greyfriars. It had
uzzled hine, but it puzzled Ium no
onger.

“Hold on, Bob!” said Johmny Bull
quictly. “You couldn’t help hearin
what was said, the way you were fixed,
but that doesn’t give you & right to
repeat & privato conversation. Sl

That's why I've said nothing,”
answered Bob., “I never told Wharton
till @ few days age, to ask his advice,
But I tell vou, 1t’s got to come out
now—Clarter’s got to stop.”

“1 don’t seq=—"

*You will when I tell you. The long
and the short of it is, that Carter acted
like o blackguard at his last school, and
hia uncle turned him down in con-
equence of—" ;

“It's false!” hised Carier, white to
the lips now.

Bob did not heod him.

“0Old Mr. Carter's cut him off, and he
and that man (Gooch have found out
spmehow that ho'z leaving lus money to
agother relation,” he went on.  “Thoy
rever mentioned names, but they eaid
ilkat the relation was at this school.
That can only be Bunter.”

“No business of ours, or yours 1™ said
Johany. ;
- “I've not finished vet. Carter’s play-
ing & double game here, from what he
and Cooch szmid Lo one another—he's
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oing to play good, to get back 1nto old
larter’s good graces—"

“Why shouldn't he "

" Mo reazon why hoe shouldn’tl  But
that's not all  The other half of his
game is to hlucken his relation here, to
make the old man think that he’s no
better than the rotter he eut off. They
sxtd all that quite plain. Carter’s own
words were, that ho wouwld fix the cad
who bad cut him out,”

Carter snecred. He had had the
shock of his life, but he bad pulled Lim-
sclf together very quickly.

“"Did you go to sleep in that waiting-
rvoom ' he asked. )

“Nol” answered Bob quietly.

“Then how did you come to dream
all this?*

Bob Cherry &id not answer that
question.

" You fellows have scen how he's been
on Bunter’s trail, ever sinee he's been
here,” he went on. “He's s artful es
a bagful of monkeys, and he always
manages to be in tho right, but he's
landed Bunter in trouble time and
again. You fellows have fancied that
he dislikes Him becauso he’s & relation
he’d rather keep at a distance, and the
fat 'mss was trying to hook on to him
becanse he belioved him to be well off,
as he used to be. Well, that wasn’t
Carter's reason—his reason was to dish
Bunter with old My, Carter.”

“It's a lia!” said Carter.

“0h, shut up, Carter!™ =aid Johnny
Bull. “If Bob says so, it's the truth,
and we all know it.”

“It's heen bothering me ever since it
happened,” said Bob. “1 dJdidn’t want
to talk about the ead or repeat any-
thing I'd beard i1 such o way, and 1
thought at first I'd just keep an eye on
nim, and see that ho never got away
with any tricks on that fat chump. But
what happened here the other day tears
it. Wun Lung played a silly trick, and
Carter jumped at the chance. He would
have made Bunter out to be a thief if
he could have”

“What was I to think when my gold
peneil was found in his pocket ¥ snecred
Carter.

“ Anything but what yon were glad to
think I snapped Bol. “ Bunter raids o
fellow's tarts or cakes, and he’s been
jolly well booted for it, but he would
no more steal than ¥ would. You don’t
know that because you don’t want te
know it. You fancied he would pinch
your rotten gold pencil. 1 shouldn't
wonder 1f you left it Iyving about on
purpose !

“ Bob 1" exclaimed Nuogent.

“Anvhow, you fellows =zaw how he

jumped at the chance., Ile watches that
fat idiot like a cat to catch him
napping.”™

* No fellow can he caught at anything
if he keeps straight [ sucered Carter.
“He's not going to pinch my things—I
know that 1"

“Well, you needn’t talk too much
about Keeping straight when vou're the
fellow we caught sneaking out of hounds

last night!” answeved DBab  Chorry
seorafully. “IF Bunter soaffles o tart
or a buu, e deesa't go pub-haunting

after lock-up I
“1 was going out for a ramble.”
“Oh, yes! And the day we saw vou

with Pon at the gare of the Three

Fishers, vou weren't poing in " zaid

Bob contemptuousty. * You can cut thot

out] Mo bizney of mine if vou're a

blackpuard here, the samo as you were

at 8t. Olaf's! thaet’s up Lo the profeets,
not to we. But you're going to leave

Buntes alone. I'm putting it out plain

now to warn you. Now you know that

your game's known to five fellows in the

Forny, you may have sense to chuck it

If you don't, you can bank on it that
vou'll be jolly well stopped 1”

“Is that the lot?” snecrod Cartor.

“¥Yes, that's the lot: and if you chuck
it, nothing will be said outside this
study. But you've got to chuck it.”

Carter shrugged his shouldery.

“If you're finished, I'll say my piece,”
he said coolly *1 don't care a boiled
bean for your opimon; but Pd lLike to
set .ayself right with the other fellows,
a3 two of themn are my study-mates here.
It's true—as you learned from behind a
door—that I had some ticuble at my last
school—not my fnult{ by ani;_menna. It's
true that Iy uncle’s got hia back up,
and that ho's given me another chanco
to make good at this scheol. 1'm doing
my best, and any decent fellow ought
to wish me luck.”

“That's =wll right” ssid
Wharton., “ Bat the rest—"

“There tsn't any rest, Bunter doesn't
come inte the picture at aoll. Yoirr
precious pal says himself that no name
was mentioned when he was listening
behind a door. Gooch and I were
speaking of a relation—a much nearcr
ong. I remember saying I'd fix the cad
who had cut me out: what I meant was
that I'd punch his nogse if I met him
in the hols. All the rest is bunk., I
fancy Cherry must have been to tho
films that day, and it got mto his head
a little.”

The Co. loocked at him, and looked at
Bab Cherry.

Carter's ﬂxﬁ;lmmtmn wasz plaasiblo
enough, and they could not help feeling
dubious.

*Leave it at that, if you like,” said
Bob quictly. “The proof of the pud-
ding’s in the eating. II you leave
Bunter alone, all right] If yvou don't,
overy fellow bere will know what to
think.”

“I've nothing to do with thoe fat
rotter I I bar him, and he bars me since
ho's found out there's nothing to b
borrowed. I'd be jolly glad if he left;
so would you be if he ¢laimed you as n
relation. But that's all. Do you think
I'm going to crack the Head's safe and
hide tha loot in his pockets?” asked
Carter sarcastically. “If he chooscs to
ke a lying, pilfering rotter, and geis
landed for it, that’s his look-out, not
mine

“Quite,” said Bob—"z0 long as you
don't have a hand in landing him.
That's what [I'm going to stop, and
that’s why I've warned you.”

With that, Bob Gherrﬁ opened tho
door and walked out of the study. His
friends followed him.

Carter waa left alone, to get on wiih
his Latin exercise if he liked, But he
did not look at it. He moved restlesdly
about the study, with a knitted brow
and his hands drivern deep inte his
pockets.

S Making good * at Greyfrviars was a
difficult task for the “bad hat® who
had been turfed out of his last school;
“dishing * Bunter bad scemed a much
easier one. DBut lie realised that beth
parts of his pecubtar double game were
going to be full of difliculties now !

Harry

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Oflers !

i SAY, you fellows, don't come
Larging in now
(13 “I-'rtllﬂ.t. |:?!:I-
“1 mean, Linley's going to Jda
zgme Lalin for me. Ain't you, Lialey @™
" No!™ auswered Mark Lauley.
The Famous Five had arrived at the
door of Btudy No. 13=—Beh Chery'a

study.



Mark Linley was standing by the
table, engaged in argument with Billy
Bunter. ittle Wun Lung was curled
up in the armehair, grinning.

Bunter waved a fat hand at the five.
He did not want a lot of fellows to
come bothering just then, and, appar-
ently, he had an idea that they could
be waved away like chickens.

But they couldn’t. ‘They tramped
cheerily into the studr, regardless of
Bunter.

“Now, look here, Linley, old chap,”
urged the fat Owl, “this is up to you,
and you know itl You like that rotten
Latin; vou're a beastly swot. I've seen
vou reading WVirgil just for P]easure.
You needn’t deny it—I havel’
= o 3 M-, (|- A 1) A - ) 1

THE LAST LINE OF DEFENCE

HEN I was giving my
“lecture " last week on the
dangers of heading in foothall,
there was one plaver on our

side who probably felt he was rather
oui of it—the goalkeeper. Goalkeepers
don't head the ball, because the laws
of the game allow them fo use their
hands. The hands are, of course, much
more useful than the head, when it is &
uestion of reaching a high ball

‘herefore, we never see a goalkeeper,
in f;mtha]L using his head.

To make up to our goalkeceper for
having to listen to me telling you all
about heading last week, I am going to
tell vou now about the goalkeeper’s job.

That doesn’t mean that all the rest
of vou c¢an take a nap while this lesson
ia going on. Forwards particularly
should ﬁﬁlen carefully to what I am
telling the goalkeeper. After all, the
question of the number of goals the
attackers score depends, to a large
extent, upon what the goalkeeper does.

You all realise, of course, that the
enlkeeper i3 really the last line of
efence of a foothall side. 'When the
nalf-backs and full-backs have been
beaten, he alone stands between the
opposing side and the goal. If a full-
back, for the sake of example, misscs
his kick, or makes some other mistake,
a colleague may come fo the rescue,
But if the goalkeeper makes a mistake,
there iz no time for anyone to help him
out of his trouble. DMistakes by poal-
keepers usually mean goals,

s the goalie’s job is & very nerve-
wracking one. Unless you have “cast-
iron " nerves, as they say, vou will find
it hard to stand up to the strain of an
important mateh, in which your play

mav make oll the difference between
defent and victory for your colleagues.
A TRYING ORDEAL
CAN show vou just how great that
strain is, by the well-known story
of I'rank Swift, Manchester City's
goalkeeper, Tntil Christmas. time
in 1935, Frank had never plaved in a
first-class football match. On Christmas
Diay, he had a fine present when he was
told that he was to be given a chance
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‘e Lancashire junior lavghed,

“Guiley 1 he admitted.

“Well, then, this is simply pie- to

ou I”" said Bunter warmly. “It's fear-
ully hard to me. Mind, I could do it
on my head if I could bring my mind
down to the stuff.”

“ detter bring 1t down, then!” sug-
gested Mark,

“Well, look at the waste of time®
argued Bunter. "It doesn't matter
about you, as you're keen on the tripe.
If that beast Queleh had set us Virgil
I could manage all right! I've got a
crib to Virgil. But it’s Suetonigus—=—"

“What's the trouble?” asked Harry
Wharton.

Bunter blinked round indignantly.

This week’s interesting article
by our Soccer master tells -of
the secrets of successful goal-
keeping and the things the
“man between the sticks”
should do.

in Manchester City’s first tesm. He did

well, and kept hns place.  About four
months later he had the tremendous
goeod luck for which the footballer sighs
—that of playing in o Cup Final at
Wembley, He was the City's goal-
keeper in their Final tie against
Portsmouth. Frank came through that
game with flying colours, and EEE City
won., But so great was the mental
strain which Swift had gone through,
that when the whisila blew for the end
of the match, he fell down in & faint—
overcome by the ordeal of those ninety
anxious minutes, That will show you
that the goalkeeper's
Iler‘r'ﬂ'“"rﬂ.ﬂklﬂﬂ'.

A cast-iron nerve is not the only thing
a goalkeeper needs, of courze. Ile must
be always alert, quick in his movements
and sometimes he needs a great deal o
pluck to throw himself at the ball when
making a desperate save. Ieight will
help him, of course, in savin hiﬁh
shots. DBut there are some people who
say that the taller a poalkeeper is, the
lonzer he takes to get down to the
ground to save the low shota. That
may he true. Anyway, thore have been
small goalkeepers in the past. Harry
Iibbs, for years the best goalkeeper in
Fngland, is by no means a hig 'un. It's
the spead of movement which counts
more than size.

But even when you have all these
things—general alertness, speed, pluck,
and, of course, a good cye—vyon aren’t
by any means & tiptop goalkeeper,
There is one thing which makes the
differcnee between an ordinary and &
really good 'keeper. It is the art of
anticipation—the ability to know where
the ball will go before it actually
arrives. That is the sceret.

job  really is

COACH

“Would you fellows believe it?” he
gaid. “That beast Linley won't do my
tranzlation for e 1™

“ Awful i said Bob solemnly. “¥ou'd
learn such a fearful lot of Latin if other
fellows did vour translations for you !

“Well, who wants to learn a lot of
Latin ¥ asked Bunter. “I know I jolly
well don't! Lot of good Latin will be
to me later on, when I'm aun air
marshal I

“Oh crikey t*

“It's no good H.rguin% with Quelch, of
course,” said Bunter. “ He's Eald to ram
it in, and I suppose he thinks he ought
to earn his salary. I've thought once

or twice that he even fancies there's
(Ceontinued on next page.)

- -ilinilinls |

SOUND ADVICE

HAVYE mentioned Harry Hibbs, the
Birmingham and England goal-
keeper.  If you get the chance to
watch him play—or, for that
matter, any of the really first-class

'keepers in the game to-day—notice how

many times you get the impression that
the forwards are shooting the ball
straight at him. Instead of sending the
ball wide of him, on one side or the
other, they always szeem to shoot just
where he is standing, Why is that?
Simply because Hibbs hazs an uneammy
knack of anticipating where a forwar
will shoot. He makes up his mind that
the ball will come to a certain place,
and when it does, he is there to catch
it, and you think the forward has shat
straight at him.

If you sce a gonlkeeper making all
sorts of flving saves, diving hicre and
there, just ttppipg the ball wide of
the goal, don't immediately make up
ronr mind that he's o good goalkeeper.
f he has to dive across to the ball at
the last minute, that means that -he
hasn't heen able to anticipate where it
would come. The best goalkeepers are
the ones who make the job look easy.

Iarry Hibbs once told me how he sets
about developing his powers of antici-
pation. When the Birmingham players
are playing a ﬁrwa;n practice match
during the weck, Hibbs can often be
seen playing the part of a forward. He
says that by deing this he gets to know
what the goalkeeper looks like to &
forward who is ifrying to score goals.
He also learns some of the tricks which
forwards get up to in their efforts to
beat him.

Hibbz gave me another tip to pass on
to you young goolkeepers. When vou
nro practising, don't always use a foot-
ball. (et one or two of your mates to
throw tennis-balls ot vou. It won't be
such hard work for them, and vou will
get vour eves and feet in training, and
vour hands accustomed to the ball, just
as well as with a football. There are
twe tips for you to try, straight from
the mouth of a goalkeeper who makes
a good model for all young hopefuls.
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some scuse im it; sechoolmasters aro
ueer fish, you know. We had Suctonius
the other day, and, of course, I skewed
it, ad he's sot me o translation. And
how can I touch it without a crib?
say, you fellows, have you got a erib to
Suctoninal®

* Alas " grinned Frank Nugent. “We
crib not, neither do we slack !

“You'po getting jolly keen all of a
sudden, Bunter;” said Johnny Bull,
staring at him. “Can't you hand over

your wusual rot? I suppose jn:-u:m not

warr;;mg about. turning Quelch’s hair
t-"ﬂ i1

. ';Dh. Maw Queleh 1 said  Bunter.

“You sce, it's fearfully particular now.

I've got to get a good report this terin,

if I can. Old Carter-—-y:

“Who1” exclaimed the Famous Five
lﬂﬁﬂthﬂr. -
*“Young Carter's uncle, you know,
explained Bunter. “Distant relation of
mino; oodles of oof, as I've told you.
Well, vesterday Que&nh called me into
his study to tell me that old Carter
wanted to hear about me. He's gong
to get & copy of my report this torm,
as far as I can make out. That looks
as if he's pot an eye on me, and it inay
ba worth something, What 1 mean is,
I'm not thinking of his money, but of

pleasing a kind old gentleman—

“0Oh, my hat |” ;

“Very nice old chap!® said Bunter.
“ Quite different from his nephew. I've
alwaya liked him—not becauze he's rich,
you know. I never give a thought to
such things, as you fellows know. Still,
if o rich relation’s got an eye on me
and wants to hear whether I'm domg
well at school, of course o chap wants
ta play up. Sensze of duty, and all that,

o2 Bage s
Y The 1 Five looked

‘The Famous
curtously at Bunter. ]

These remarks "from  Billy Bunter
rather corroberated what Bob Cherry
had been =ayving ten minutes ago in
Study Ne. 1.

It was evident that Carter’s uncle had
an cyo on Bunter if he had written to
his Form-master at Greyfriars about
him—which ecrtainly looked as if Bunter
was Carter’s rival for the riches

“WEl, vouw'd better play up, old fab
top 1" said Dol {‘.‘-herr{. “Very decent
of Quelch to give you tho tip | Play up,
old barrel I’ _

*That's what T want to do,” explaned
Bunter. “Quelch hasz given me this
translation. Well, I want to take it in
to him in first-class style. No mistakes,
yvou know—mixing up rotten ablatives
with mouldy datives, and all that 1
want it to be a real good thing”

“Good man!” said Harry Wharton.
"Z’Euw cut off to your siudy and slog at
it.

“Don’t tallkk rot, you know,” said
Bunter peevishly. *1 want to make a
really good impression on  Quelchl
That’'s why ¥ want Linloy to do the
tranglation for me.”

“Oh, my summer hat!"” .

“Linley can do it on the back of his
neck,” explained Bunter. “You fellows
have seen Quelch grin with satisfaction
over Linley's transzlations! They've
often put him almost inte a good rom-
wir]l Linley lweing n beastly swol, 13
just the fellow to de it for mo 1"

“You put it so nicely, Bunter ™
AMark, lawghing.

1 zav, vou fellows, vou talk to him '
uwrged Bunter. *Alake the silly ass
understand that he can’t let me down
when there's suech o lot at stake. 1f 1
take my usual stuff to Queleh, ha will
snort, as asmal-—youw know him! I want
fo please him this time! I'm rather
surprised at Linley not wanting to baclk

Tue Magxer LiIERany.—No. 1,563,
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up a4 chap 1 pleasing
mastor.™

“You fat ass—"

Al T want Linle
late the stuff!"” saic
copy it out afterwards.
doing that—I'm npot lazy, 'lu:ip»a!
Besides, it would have to be in iny fist!
There’s not much of it—only a few lines
from ‘old Suet-pudding. It would take
Linley only ten minutes—"

his Farm-

to do is to trans-
Bunter. “I ean
I don't mind

“¥ou howling ass!” sald Alark.
“Can't you see that that's not the
pomt ¥

} can't do your work for you”
“And Quelch Eaﬁed me lazy 1" said

Bunter. *Hark at him 1"

“T'm not going to help you pudl
Queleh’s log I hooted Linley.

“Eh? Why not?"

““Ha, ha, hal"

Il go through it with you, if you
like, and help,” said Mark. * Quelch
would be down on that—but Tl EO
that far! But ean’t you sen, you

blitherer, that I can’t let von take my
wark 1n to Quelech and call 1% your
own ¥

“But it will bo mine, if you give it
to mel!l” argued Bunter., “You just
make a translation, and give it to me.
Then it will he mine.”

“0h, you blithering owl I

“Well, I cnll it mean,” said Bunter.
“Quelch makes out that I'm lazy and
slack, and he's even going so far as to
put it in my report—me, you Lknow |
It might do me a lot of harm with old
Carter.”

"Why not siop being lazy and slack i
asked Nugent,

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, Wharton, you're not so
jolly lazy as Linlev, and vour Latin iz
juli;-“:neu.rly as good. Will you do it for
LN £

“Can't be done, fathead! There's a
limic to spoof!” explained the captain
of the Remove. * Besides, Quelch iz o
downy bird—he would spot it, fen to
one. '’

“I'H risk that ! sad Bunter, ® That's
all right.t If he asks me if any fellow
helped, T can say no, can't T7"

“Well, I suppese you conld, as you've
g direct descendant of Awnanias| I
shouldn’t like to.™

“1las Queleh put anything in your
rciimrt about telling whoppers 2" asked
Johnny Bull,

“Eh? Yes T don't know why”

YO oerumbs! He doeesn't konow
why 1 gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat”

YT wish vou fellows wouldn't cackle
when a chap’s worvied,” sawd Bunter
reproachfully. "I say, Bab, you're
rather 2 dud at Latin=but vou might
iry it en. I mnean to sav, von can't help
heing rather & fool, and I shall Lie
satishied if you do your best, see®”

“Some fellows” remarked Dol “ave
horn tactful.”

“Tha tactlulueszz iz terrific.”

“Well, look lere, what ashout xou,
Bull #*

“1f vou nsk me fo Lelp vou tell Lies
to Queleh, T'1l jolly m*]l] booi you !
grunted Jolnny Bull,

“Beast! I've got in fnke this frans-
lation in before tea ! howled DBunier,
“What shall I do?™

“The transiabion ! snppestod Nugent,

“0h, don’t be o silly a=s! Whal do
vou think I'd better do, Wharion ¥

YSomoe work !

“DBeast " roared Bunter.

That suggestten, ovidenily, was of no
use o William George Bunter. Wark
wos @4 very, very Jast resonreo—oniy
to be resoricd to in the mos desporate
extremity, The case was not veh so
dlosperate as  ithar—tlwevo wore  other
stirdies in e Restove, to which Buuter

could take Buctonivs, in the hope of
finding o translator.

He rolled to the Joor

Heo paused there, to cast a disdainful
and scornful bhink aft tho grimming
juniors in Study No. 13,

““’ﬂﬂi if you won't back up a pal,
roit won't ! he seid. T must say that

dezpise the lot of ‘i‘mr. Letting o man
down like this! And I can jolly well tell
you, that if 1 something decent from
old Carter, 1 jolly well shan't lend you
anvthing out of it, ro yah 1"

And with that erushing valodiction,
the fat Owl of the Remove rolled away
—leaving Hiudy No. 13 chortling.

s, masy, m—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs for It!

ie ET out "
*Ob, really, Carter—"
Arthur Carter had sat down
again to s Latin when the
doar of Study No. 1 opened, and a fat
face looked in, and a big pair of spee-
tacles plimmered. (Carter gave Dis
odgy relative the blackest of black
ooks,

It was not surprising, perhaps, that
e did not like Bunter. Kven nicos
natured and good-tempered follows
sometimes got fed-up with Bunter. Fven
Lord Mauleverer, the most toleram
fellow cver, somotimes felt that %
could not stand Bunter. Carter lad
neither o nice nature nor a good temper
—and his feeling 1owards the fas Owl
was & miogling of dislike and scorn,

Neither could he be expected io forl
pleased, because Bunter was likely fo
take his place in the good books of old
Mr. Carter.

He could not fairly say ithat Bumter
had “ecut him out,” as Bunter Lkinew
little oy nothing about the mattor, amd
had certainly made no move i . Al
Bunter, -.1.-'|tir1 all his fauls—and their
name was legion—was quiio ineapabln
of unscrupulous scheming Jike Carter’s
Bunter often schemed—but lig schemmg
was fatheaded and fatnous.

But whether he could justly hlama
Bunter in the matter, or not, made vory
little difference to Carter, if the fat Owl
of the Remove’s name replaced his own
in old Joseph’s wilk

A better fellow than Carter might
have st matters right by mending his
ways, ploying the gune, and winhing
back the good opinion he had lest by
bacd conduct. DBut that was not Carter’s
way, Ha dizsliked and despised the fal
Owl: amwd he ealtivated those amiablo
foclings, 2z a =ort of justchication for
scheming against lian .

At the present moment, he was in tha
very bitterest of tempers, owing 1o Bob
{Oherey’s plain talk, i that study ;. and
the risk i meant for him in carrving
onn with his peenliar campaien, It was
rather an  uwfortunate moment o
Bunter {o deop into the study.

Cartee™s hand reached 4o the inkpol.

The fat Owl eved hin wavily, hut he
did et depart. Apparently he had
=amie special purposa 1u dropping into
that stidy ;. which was havd to guess,
as only Coarter was there,

“Are vou gotting  out?”
Cartor.

“T ean came inte Wharton's sindy if
I like, 1 suppose!” apswered Banter,
with (limaty,  “Tlank it bhelongs to yon,
heegu=c it happenas fo be your study,
too ! DI'in now going ta Inck ab your
roften Latin” . i ]

Corter, staring at b, withdvew his
v froin the mkpol.

Ay Lavin ' b vepeated. y

“T know you're deoing Sustonius”
satedl Buanaer,  “But if you think I'd

spaled



e
B i el s
.

] ; \

\ \‘

a1
i \ \ 1\,1'.:
'|'| \ ||'| \ll\:llil

Bllly Bunter was leaning
rose suddenly. Bang !

take o hint from you, you're jolly well
mistaken I ean do it better than you
ean, any day, and chance it."”

Carter eyed him, very curiously, for
some moments, and then resumed work
on his exercise. :

Bunter came a little farther into the
study.

“The fact is,” he went on, “that
Wharton's ssked me to look for a peneil
he left somewhere! You mind your
own business, see?®

Carter gave him no further heed.

The fat Owl hovered round the table,
If he was looking for a pencil, he did
not find one. {e blinked, stealthily
and cautiously, at the paper that lay
before Carter, and which the new junior
wags translating. _

Several times he hovered behind the
junior’s chair wnd glabced over his
shoulder. ¥e was more and more
encouraged by the fact that Corter paid
Limn no attention,

“1 say, Carter, what part are you
doing 1" he ventured to aslk, at last

“Find out!” answered Carier, over
his shoulder. _ 1

“What I mean is, I might help you i*
eaid Bunter. *“You're an awful rotter,
you know, but after all, you're my
relation. If you ha p&m:'d' to be doing
the forty-ninth in ol Bix, I've got
the same stuff to do.”

Carter grinned.

Billy Bunter fancied that he was being
fearfully astute. As o matter of foct,
his words revealed his true object. Tf
Carter was working at that paviienlar
section of Buelonins,. what Buntoer
wanted was a “sguint ¥ at lis paper,
to copy down Carter's translation !

Carter, though not a willing learner,
wos pretty good; bub if he had been a
dud at Latin, he could hardly have been
such a dud as Bunler. His branslation,
whatever it was like, was corloin (o Lae
wiles befter than Bunifer’s.

over Carter's shml-.l I the
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hope of getting

“Owl Beast!

So the fat Owl had the heppy idea of
taking a copy of it if he happened to Le
doing the same section, .

This would make a good impression on
Quelch, as an improvement on Bunter's
wsual  performance, and would save
Bunter work, which was still more im-
portant. .

As it happened, Carter was doing a
section of Book Five, dealing with the
Emperor Claudius, Bunter's *squints "
over his shoulder, had, therefore, becn
of no use to the fat Owl, so far.

But while apparently turning a deaf
car to the fat junicr's talk, Carter now
turned to Book Hix, which dealt with
Nero. Ie turned the pages till he came
to Section XLIX, the one that Bunter
wanted.

Bunter hovered round the table, sl
finally eame back behind Carter's chaic,
and blinked over Lis shoulder agan.

His fat face brightened. .

Carter had refused to answer him, but
this was as good as an answer in the
aflivmative. Carter was now working
ol the very bit thot Bunter reguired to
see him through,

Ie had taken a fresh sheet of paper,
and, as rogavdless of Bunter as if the
fai Owl had not been in the study ab
all, was translating XLIX, descripiive
of the last hours of the Emperor Nero.

Bunter winked at the back of his head.

This, Bunter considered, was all right.
All he had to do was to sce what Carter
wrote, and copy it down. %micll WAS
zoing le be quite surprised by the ex-
cellenee of Bunter's worle thiz time !

That there was anything unserupulous
in thiz kind of thing did not even occur
to Hilly Bunter. Iie was so accustomed
to adopting every trick and dodge to
ret oub of exerling hiinsell, that any-
thing that saved work came as naturally
as broathing to lin.

Moreover, Bunler did vot share his
Form-master's apinion 1lat fellows were

Q‘Q\Q " |'I :

a “*squint ** 4t his franslation, when the new boy
‘¢ Yaroooooh | ** roared Bunter, in angulsh, as the top of his relatlve’s head came in confact
with his fat chin.

13

Wow 1 ¥

at szhool to learn. Bunter had no desive
to learn. Indecd, he objected to 1t 1

Latin, in Bunter's valuable opinion,
was beastly stuff that a beak bunged at
g fellow's head, and that & fellow
dodged, if he ecould, like & snowball,

Tﬁe guestion with Bunter was, not
ought he, but could he? Now it seemed
that he could, so that was sll right.

Unfortunately Carter moved his head,
blocking the fat Owl's view.

Bunter glared at the back of that
Lead.

“I—I say, have you seen Nugent's
pen?” he asked, hoping that Carter
would look rownd, and thus remove his
obnoxious lead out of the light.
“Mugent asked me to come here and
feteh lis fountain-pen.”™

Bunter belouged to the class of persony
who  proverbimlly  required  good
memaories; hut he had a rotien one.

Carter did not answer or shift, and
the exasperated Owl continued to glare
al the back of his head. He loaned over
Cavter's shoulder in the hope of getting
a "squint.'”

Carter rose suddenly.

Bang | :

“Yaroooooh!” roared DBunter, in
anguish, as the top of his relative’s head
e.}m:nn with a sudden crash on his fat
chin. -

He staggered back, clasping a fab
hand to the fat chin,

“Ow! Beast! Ow!” roared Bunter.
“You did that on purpose! Wow "

Carter glaneed rvound 8t him,
grinning. ]

U Were  vou  looking
shoulder 7' e ashoed.

" Na, vou beast ! hooted Bunter, (0
eourse T wasn'tl I was looking for
Wharton's pocket-knife that he left herve.
(i 1™

Over vy

(Continited on page 16.)
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(Continued from poge 13.)

“Well, I can't let you see my transla-
tion, if youw're doing the same stuff,”
said Carter. * Quelch would hardly like

that.”
“Who wants to see itf" hooted
Bunter. “Yah! Beast! Wowt"
Carter shrugged  his  shoulders,

gn'ilimrer;l up his papers, and left the
stndy.

Billy Buntar watched him with an in.
furiated. blink.  His chance was gono
oW,

The next moment he uttered an ejacu-
lation of surprise and glee. Carter, ap-

arently from oversight, had left one of
ﬁis. papers on the table. And it was the
very one that Bunter wanted |

“(Oh crikey ! grsped Bunter.

He blinked at it eagerly, There was
no mistake about . There it wa
Leaded “ Book Bix XLIX.” Carter ha

translated the paragraph from * Tune
to “pereo,” which was exactly whai
Bunter had to do. -

The fat Owl could hardly believe in
his good luck.

He was glad now that Carter had left
{he study, as he had left that ﬁup{ar be-
hind him. It could not have happened
Lbetter for Buanter. All he had to do
now was to sit in Carter’s chair, copy
the paper before him, and take it down
to d)uelch. Then, he hoped, he would
see that grin of satisfaction dawn en
Mr. Queleh’s crusty visage, as often hap-
pened in the case of Mark Linley, but
never in the case of Billy Bunter.

Bunter dipped pen into inlk, onnexed
a sheet of paper, and started.

Having the translation before him, he
fdid not even trouble to look at the
Tatin! That would have Leen an un-
necessary bother 1

Bunter would have been well advised
to do so, all the same. Had lwe taken
a “squint ¥ or two at the Latin, it might
liave dawned on him what B very re-
markable franslution Carter had left
behind him.

Even Buuter, on his own exertions,
would hardly have furned “Qualis
avtifex pereo ™ into *'What larks 1™

Carter had cone so, and the rest of
the translation was on the same lines.
But it did not even dawn on Buonter
that Carter was aware of his game, and
was pulling lus podgy leg.

Happily satisfied, Bunter copied down
that astonishing translation, which was
caleulated, not to make Queleh grin with
satisfaction, but to make him bound out
of his chair and clutch the nearest cana !

Grinning with satisfaction, the fat Owl
rolled out of the study to take that
translation down to Mr. Quelch.

-

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Vials of Wrath!

R. QUELCH smiled.
ke did not always, or ofien,

greet Bunter with a smile.
But he smiled now.
For one thing, Bunter hacd brought in
g Macxer Lisrany.-~No. 1,563,
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his travslation promptly to time, instead
of handing over various -excuses, as
usual, all of them untruthful. That
locked like a sign of improvement in
Bunter,

bMoreover, the fab junior entered the
study guite briskly, instead of lagging in
like a fellow going to execution. at
locked as if Bunter had shown o littla
keonnoss, for onee, and had a transla.
tion to show up, for which he expected
cormnendation. As a rale, Bunter was

completely satisfied if he escaped
whopping.

“Ah, you have dene your paper,
Bunter ' asked Mr. Queleh, quiteo
genialiy.

Bunter was a trnal to him in the

Remove, but he was the man to en-
courare a dense and backward fellow

who did his best.

“¥es, sir!™ answered Bunier brightly.
“I—I've taken a lot of trouble over
this, sir, and—and I think I've done it
rather well.”

“1 hope so, my boy,” said Mr. Quelch.
He picked up a school Sustonius from
the table. Suetonins in the Remove was
not handled in the -uum;ﬂetﬁ state; it
was taken in chunks, like pineapple.
“MNow, let me see, Book Six, 1

think—"

““Section XLIX, sir.”
“Fxactly | You may read out the

Latity, Bunter, and I will then look at-

your translation.™

“Yesg, sl

Bunter could read out Latin, if he
conld not understand it when read. He

roceeded to read the desoription of the
ast hours of Nero, beginming with
“Tune uno quogue,” and winding up at
“Qualiz artifex perec.”

Now, the trapslation of that passage,
in brief, was to the effect that Nero's
companions 1 his flight urged him to
escape death at the hands of Galba's
soldiers by suicide, whereupon Nero
bacde them make the necessary prepara-
tions, and gather wood for the funeral
pyre, meanwhile weeping and repeat-
g “What an artist perishes [

Bunter, had he tackled it, would have
made endless mistakes, but he would
have had some shots at the meaning,
even if some of them had missed the
mark.

But Bunter's verv worst effort would
have been nothing like the translation
he now handed over to Mr. Quelch.

Quelch received if with a benign ex-
pression, prepared to sce  something
better than usual.

But when he looked at it lus face
changed remarkably.

His gaze became fixed, and he locked
as if he conld hardly believe lus eyes.
Indeed, he hardly could.

Bunter, watching him in the hope of
secing that expected grin of satisfaction,
realised that something was wrong.

He did rot yet realise how awfully
wrong that something was.

Mr. Queleh did not speak, He gazed
and gazed and was dumb.

Bunter grew more and more uneasy.

Obviously Quelch was not satisfied,
Obviously he waz uot going to grin.
Thunder was gathering in his brow.

Whiclh, if Bunter had only known it
was not really surprising, considering
that that transiation ran:

“While lia companions talked to
him like Duteh uncles, Nere {old them
io po aud cat coke, which they accord-
ingly cicd, and weanwhile he chuckled
atcd chortled. coutivmally repeating :
*What Iarks "™
M. Quelel was aceustomed o all sorts

af transiations feorm Rilly Bunter. It
was Banter wha bad scf the Bemove in

a roar by comstrning “Arma virumgne
canc ™ into "“The armed men and the
ﬂﬂg I” 1t was Bunter who had turned
“Ist in conspectu Tenedos” into “He
was expeciing a tenner [V

Bunter, really, was capable of any-
thing, or almost anything.

But thiz was the limit!

Even from Bunter, Mr. Quelch had
never had anything like thia befave.
_ This was no crass example of blunder-
mg—it was not even carelessness—tlis
was a deliberate leg-pull t

It could not possibly have been any-
thing else! It was that or nothing !

Mr, Quelch found his voice at last!
When he found it, it résembled that of
the Great Huge Bear.

“Bunter !” he thundered,

“Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter, quaking.
“Isn’t it all right, sir?”

“What ! roared Mr. Quelch. " What
did you BaY, Bunter "

U Is~~is~isn't it all right, sir " gasped
Bunter. Only too clearly he could see
that it wasn't.

“How dare you, Bunter ! boomead the
Remove master. He jumped to his feet.
“Hand me that cane, Bunter [ .

“That—that—that kik-kik-cane, sirl”
stuttered the hapless fat Owl.

“ At once 17 thundered Mr. Quelch,

In the lowest of spirits, Buntoer handed
over the cane.

Mr. Quelch swished it,

““Naw, Bunter I

“But I—I—1 =&y, sir,” stamwnered
Bunter. “If—if there’s any—any mis-
takes in if, sir—"

“ Mistakes 1" roared Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir] I—I took a lot of trouble
with it—nobody helped me, sit—1 never
asked Linley to help me, and he never
said he wouldn’

“Bunter 1"

“I—I—1 thought it was pretty good,
sir 1 gasped Bunter. “Carter ain't bad
at Latin——"

U arter 7”  repeated Mr. Quelch.
#What has Carter to do with it?”

“0Oh, nothing, sir [ I never copied this
down from Carter’'s paper—he wouldn't
let me see his paper, sir—he's a beast—I
mean, I never wanted to see his paper,
of course, sir—"

“Had yon brought me & iranslation,
Bunter, full of your usual carcless mis-
takes, I should, I hope, bave dealt with
you patiently,” said Mr. Quelch. “But
this act of deliberate impertinence——"

“Wha-a-t, sir?”

“You may consider it amusing.
Bunter, to make a jest of & task given
out to you by your Form-master! T
shall convince you, I hope, that it is not
a jesting matter.” Mr. Quelch swishrd
the cane again. “Bend over that chair,
Bunter 1"

“Oh crikey 1

Whack, whaek, whack !

“Oht  Owl Wooeoooh 1
Bunter.

“ Yow-ow-woooop 1"

Whack, whack, whaclk !

“Now, Bunter, I ghall expect that
translation this evening. You will bring
it to me, or 1 shall cane vou again. 1f
You ventjure to make another absurd jest
of it——"

“#1—I didn't—I never--oh erikey!”

71 shall cane you more severely ! Wou
will be detained on Wednesday afier-
noon, Bunter. Now vou may go "

The unhappy Owl erawled from (he
study. :

His progress up to the Hemove Bas-
sago was punctuated by moans and
groans. He tottered along thal passage.
and Blinked into Study No. 13 whers
goven follows were at ten,

Johnny Bull picked up a enslilon  buk

roared



al the sight of Bunier's worbegone face
he lnid it downs again.

“What's up, fathead?™ ashed Harry
Wharton, :

Bunter groaned.

_“That beast Quelch! That beast
Corter ] Oh dear! He was pui!i%ﬁ my
leg?  Owt I sec that now! ow !
1le meant me to copy that beastly trans-
lation—ow '—and he did it all wrong to
get me into a row with Queleh—yovw-ow-
ow ! He was pulling my leg—ow —and
Queleh thought I was pulling his—and
SOy OW DW= ovw-ow M

There was o chuckle in Study Neo. 13

*Blessed if T seec anything to can}:le
at ¥ groaned Bunter. “I've had six!
Ow! Fve got that mouldy franslation
to do over again! Yow-ow! I'vogota
:Elftre;ntiuu for Wednesday! Oh dear!
e 17

“Berve you jolly well right for copy-
ing another man's paper!” remarked
Johnmy Ball

“Peazt] Ow! Beast!] Wow! Owl”

Harry Wharion laughed.

*¥ou fat ass! ¥You'd better not copy
other fellows' papers—but if you do,
vou'd better steer clear of Carter's,”

U he betterfulpess will be tervific, my
relecmed idiotic Banter.”

0wl Ok erikey! Ow!” groaned
Bunter. “I say, Bob, old chap, you go
and wallop that cad—ow I

Grunt from Bob Cherey. ]

“¥ou silly ass, you asked for it! You
jolly well know you oughtn't to have
vopied his paper, and if you'd had the
sense of a bunny rabbit, you'd have
known that he wouldnt let you, except
io pull your ally leg ¥

“ Boast ™ roaned  Bunter. “The
awful cad took me in, you know!l I
believe he wanis {fo pet me into rows
with Quelel, for some reason. [ =ay,
vou Iellows, T've had six, T've pot &
detention, and I-—I haven't had my
tea 1™

That, pathetic appeal was irresistible.

“Roil ., baveel 1 said Boh. _

Bunter yelled in. He was still fvl;,‘i:llll&:'1
bad, very bad indecd; but not foo ke
to clear up mast of what remained in
the eatable line on the {ea-table in Study
N, 13.

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
Billy Buniter on the Warpath !

RTHUR CARTER stepped
A quictly mte Mr. Quelely’s study,

and  closed the door quickly
when he was mside.

He stepped towards the table and
looked vound him with swift, furtive
eyes. JAnd, as he did so, the gleam of a
lpipht steel key sticking in one of the
rahle drawers, caught his eye.

Carter’s visik to his Form-master's
=tudy was surreptitions, but he was not
there, as some fellows might have been,
o Yinpe ¥ Henry EanluEFQu&h:h. He
was not Hkely to put gum mte tho ink-
pot, like the fatuwowns Owl. Ile was, In
fuct, after the evening paper.

Evening papers were delivered in
Common-roony, sl come of the beaks
varrviod off their papers fo their studies.
Queleh often did.  Carvter had a par-
sicnlar reazon for wariing o soo the
paper that evemng, Ile was decply
sntevested i1 1he fale of Bebby Bangloe,
wio Lad run in the three o'clock 1hat
:t_1'l4-1'!':n-|:.||:|.

1le eould not venture nto Aaziers
Conpnan-roon, bat he could penetraile
intg a stimly when the ccenpant thercof
was ahsont,

A, Qnelef bad been ealled away sad-
denly by omessage from the Head,
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Carter had scen him go, and so here he
was, loocking for the nowspaper.

But he forgot the newspaper, and even
Bobby Bangle at threo to one, for the
moment, ﬂ.sr;‘ne saw the stecl key sticking
out of the drawer.

Quelch kept private
drawer, as plenty of fellows knew. Ha
was very careful to keep that drawer
locked, and the key on his ring.

But tho moest careful of men are care-
less at timies. Quelch had had a sudden
call from the study, and he hed omitted
to H:mt that key back on his ring befora
he left, for once.

Carter stood looking at it.

Billy Bunter, in his place, would pro-
bably have unlocked the drawer qnd
peercd in - inguisitivenezs heing
Buntor’s besetting =in.  Bui Carter,
though he had worse fanlts was not
inguisitive, and did not think of ]mkigg
into the drawer. Quelch’s papers b
no intercst for him.

For a long minuie ho stood still, star-
ing at that gleaming key. 'Then he
whipped it out of the lock, slipped it
into his pocket, and left the study—with-
out even glancing round again for the
newspaper he wanted. After what he
had 5:3119, tho zooner he was off the scene
the safer he was,

He strolled into the Rag with the key
in his pocket.

A half-formed scheme was in the back
of his scheming mind, and he reguired
time to think it out in its details.

A dozen or moro fellows were in ihe
Rapg after tea; ameng them, Billy
Bunter.

Bunter’s oves, and spectacles, turned
on Carter wilh a glare of ineffable
SCOTN.

“Peast 1" he hooted across the Rag.
“Cad! Rotter!®

“Talking about vouwrself, az vsual?”
asked Carter. ]

“T sy, yvou fellows, what do you think
that beast did#7 squeaked Billy Bunter.
* He let me see a translation, and T took
it to Queleh, and it was all wrong 17

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Yen shouldw't bag another fellow's
translation, old fat thing ™ grinned
Carter. “Ilonesty 1z the bost policy.”

“You jolly well let me =ee iL on pur-
pose, voir heast, and yon  translated
*Qualis  artifex poreo”  inlo © What
larks,” and 1've found oub since what it
veally means—-">

“Into what?” yelled Vernon-Smith,

“*What larks’!” rearcd DBunter -
diguaut.]:f. “Of course, if I'd thought a
mwinute, I should have known that Nera
wouldn't say ' What larks ' when they
woere affer him, Boat—"

“But thinking's not your long suit, is
it ?" chmekled the Bounder. © Meun o
say vou handed that to Queleh?”

“¥Yes, and he whopped me ™

“MNo wonder! Oh, wy hat! I'd have
liked to sce Quelely’s face when ho
read it 17

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“You cun cackle !’ roared Dunier.
“T got six! I've pobt that travs=lation
io do before 1pr«:pr. I'm going to thrash
that end ! uwca, I've a jolly good
mingd to ! i Sl

“Bure it was a dirthy thrick in-
toirely 1 exclaimed Micky Desmond
“I'l hould_ ye've spees  while you
punch him, Bunter, mo bhoy. I licked
himn aisy enough the other day, and
«0 1 did. Now you lick the spalpeen®

Billy Buanter ULlinked ab Carter.
Bunter would have given & d edeal
to lick the fellow whoe had played that
tvick ou him.  DBut Bunter was no
fighting man. It was true that Acky
Desmond had Jicked Carter in a serap,
i done i with ease.  Dut Dunfer

Igap&ru in that

B ¥

doubted whether It would be pasy o
his fet seclf.

To his surprize. Carter scemed far
from keen on putting the matter o
the test. Any fellow in the Rag would
have said that Carter conld have niade
rings found Bunter, with one hand
tied. But he did not seem keen on it

s dear porpoise, only a joke”
said Carter amicably. ”{mk hote,
'l do the translation for you, if you
like. There!”

“Think I'd trust you?' lhooted
Bunter.

“You can show it round, aud see

that it's sll ﬂht,”

Bunter sta at him. .
That offer was a sound one. Dut it
only showed, ec far ss Bunier could

sea, that Carter funked a serap. Fer
no other recasop that was imagineble
by Bunter, c¢ould he have madoe such
an offer.

That was all Bunter needed to serew
up his fat courage. If the other fcllow
was afraid, Bunter wasn't,

The fat Owl rolled towards Carter,
with & threatening frown on his far
face, and a werlike gleamn belind his
spectacles.  He brandished a podgy
fist under Carter's nosc.

Had Carter mada a forward move-
ment, Bunter would have made a

rompt baclkward one.  But 1t was

arter who backed away.
I_That did it. Bumter charged after
1.

“You funk !’ roared DBunter valoe-
ously. “I'm going to lick _}'-l]LlI Put
up your hands, you rotter !

Carter backed round the long table
in the Rag.

Bunter charzed round the table after
him. Carter still hacked.

All the ijuniers stared on in sup-
prise.  To DBunter this loocked like
arrant funk: but the other fellows
conld only =uppose that Carvter was
pulling the fat Owl's ]Eﬁ. RHeally it
was difficult for anyone but Bunter to
faney that any fellow funked a combat
with him,

“I =ay, xou fellows, sitop him!™
yelled Bunter., “1I say, make the beast
stand up te it! He got me zix from
Guelch, I'm going to wallop hime "

“Look  here!™  exclaimed  Carter.
"Chuck 11! I'm nob gomg o scoep
with you, DBunter.™

SAINt you?" snorted Bauter. ¥ You
jolly well are!  ¥ou should hava
thought of that before you pulled iy
leg, and got mge six from Quelch. I'm
going to alter your features for you!”

“I'll1 de the translation over again,”
exelaimed Cavter, jumping back from
the brandishing fat fists. “ Maka i
pax, old fat man, and I'll sce you
threugh with Suvetonius.™

Biily Bunter paused.
Carter—if he could do
satisfactory  idea. atill,
that transiation done, )

“No larks 7" he ashed suspiciously,

“Honest Injun!™

“Well, you jolly well ¢t down and
do it now, with my eve on you, anrd
I'l let yvou off the thrashing ! said
Dunter.

“* Done I

A dozen fellows watched Certer as
he sat down to Bumer's Suetoniws,
They could only suppose that he was
going  to produce another rubiculons
iransiation for tie fut Owl to lake 10
QYuelch. .

But if that was lbis game, a2 zoad
many fellows present were ready o
pit pait to him. A joke was a joke;
hzd pettirg o fellow caned was rather
wore than o joke.

Vevnon-Bmith - and Peter Podkid
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looked over Cnrter's shoulders as he
worked., Both of thom were better
men at the eclassics than Carter, so
they were able to judge easily what
his work was like.

To their mystification, he produced
a good translation of XLIX, Book Six,
It did not take him very lunf[;, though
it wounld have meant hours of slogging
to Billy Buuter. Carter had, in fact,
Been through it before with the belp
of a “erib,” so it did not present any
great difficulties to him,

Billy Bunter watched him with &
suspictous eye. [le was preparcd to
ecarry on hostilities, if Carter pulled
* his fat leg again.

Vhern the task was finished. he
blinked at it. Then he blinked inguir-
ingly at the Bounder

‘Iz it all right, Bmithy ¥ he asked.

“Right as rain.” answered Smithy.

“Quite ell right,” said Peter Todd.
“But if Quelch knew that Garter had
done it for you s _

“Well, I'm not going to tell him
that,” said Buanter.
meko Carter do all my translationa
after this. I'll jolly well thrazsh him
if he doesn't—sce?” Bunter grinned
at that happry prospect. * Now give
e !lilat pen, Carter, and you can get
out.

E‘-arf:er gave him the pen, and got
out.

Bunter proceeded to copy out the
paper. Then he dropped Carter’s
translation into the fire in the Rag,
and cavried off his own to Mr. Quelch’s
study.

Mze. Quelch was not there, He was
with the Head, but that did not
matter. It was fthe rule for a fellow
to leave his impositions on the Form-
master’s table, 1f he was absent when
they were taken in.

Bunter laid his Latin paper on the
table and rolled away in a state of
considerable satizfaction.

That wretched Suetonius was off his
fat mind at last. And 1t certainly
never occurred to  his podgy brain,
that Carter had bad any object in get-
ting him to enter Quelch's study dur-
Jng Quelch’s absence.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Wary Wun !
UN LUNG'E slanting eves
W opened  warily  as  Arthur
Carter glanced into Study
No. 13

The little Chinee was alone there.
Harry Wharion & Co, had gone to
the gym, and Mark Linley had gone
witlhh them. The junior from the
Flowery Land preferred a warm study
and & blazing fre.

Wun was curled up in the armchair,
with o rather seriows expression on his
little veollow face, which generally wore
a cheery grin. He was thinking of
the tragic happenings in his far-away
native land.

To most of the Greyfriars fellows
the Japanese invasion of China was
little more than news in the news-
papers. Bot to little Wun it eame
very near. Ilis father, Wun Chung
Lung, his grandfather Ko, his little

un  San, were in Capion, where
Japanese boimbs were falling. Often
and often Wun's thoughis wandered
to the distant East, where his country-
men had hittle more than ecourage and
devotion to :::r?pmn to deadly weapons.

Wun turned his head as the study
door opened.
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At the sight of the new fcllow he
was wary at once.

His last experience of Carter had
been the chase up the Remove pas-
sage, and he did not suppose that this
was a friendly wvisit.

To his surprise, Carter gave him a
cheery nod.

“0Oh, you're here ! he =said,

“Me hele,™ assented Wun. “You
wantee see Bob Chelly, old Bob Chelly,
go 'long gym.”

Carter came in and closed the door.

“I wanted to speak to you,” he said.

“Yon speakee, sposes you likee,"
sald -‘Wun, his slanting eyes curiously

on the new fellow's face: his own
face child-like and bland.

The little Chinee was as keen and
astute as any fellow at Greyfriars, but
hiz face had an expression of lamb-
like innocence.

“I got rather wild the other .day
when yon played that trick in my
study,” said Carter, “Sorry; I lost
my temper.”

“ Allea light.' )

“It was a Enll:; clever triek,” said
Carter amicably. * How the dickens
you got away with it, beats me.”

“This lll' Chinee velly clevee
fellee.” agreed Wun Lung,  “Plenty
muchee blains “long nappee blong me.™

“*Eh? Oh, ves! "Look here, as
you're so jolly clever at that sort of
game. I want you to help me in a
jape,”’ said Carter, his keen eves on
the 1nnocent face of the little Celestial,
“Look at this!”

‘He produced a packet of toffee from
his pocket.

Wun Lung looked at it
small ecardboard packet.

“What you wantee do?” azked Wun,
puzzled.

“You shoved my penecil into Bunter’s
pocket the other day,’* eaid Carter,
“He never knew., Yon could shove
this toffee in the same way.”

“Fasy, easy,” assenfed Wun Lung.

“VYou shoved Bunter's wateh in my
pocket, too,” said Carter. “I1 suppose
you did it when you pushed mgainst
me in the study, but I never knew,”

“Mhis hll' Chanee velly clevee,”” said
Wun complacently.

“It's really wonderful,” said Carter.
“You're a clever litile beggar, and no
mistake. Now, suppose that fat ass
Bunter found n packet of toffee in his
snclﬂ:-t, what do vou think he would

of*

“Him eaten toffee plenty quick 1”

“Exactly ! grinned Carter, * And
suppose o fellow had bored a hele in
the toffee, and put some mustard in !

Wun Lung chuckled.

*¥elly funnee jokee on ole Buntee 1
he =aid.

“Well, that's the idea!” said Carter,
T Pulling the fat duffer’s leg, you know,
Ii I gave Inm the toffec, he would smell
a rat—but if he found it in his pocket,
he wonld scoff it on the spot, and
then—="

*Coughee
chuckled Wun.

“And we'll watelr him coughing and
gurgling ! grinmed Cavier. *“The fat
ass will think he had the toffee, and

It was a

and gurgle  plenty !

forgot it—he will never guess that it |

wae slipped into his pocket by a giddy
conjurer. Anvhow, he's jolly certain to
eat 1. And then o

The little Chinee chortled.

“Plenty funnee jokee 'long iat ole
Buntee ™ he said. “ You leavee toffee
‘long me, me puttee "long pockee blong
Buntee,”

“Here vou are, then! said Carler.
“The fellows will be coming up to prep
soon, and you can bump against the fat

ass in the passage, or on the stairs, and
the trick's done.”

“Me savyyl”

Wun, with a cheery grin, slipped the
toffee-packet into his pocket, nm.‘lp Carter
left the study.

After he wag ﬁone, the litile Chinee
winked at the glowing fire, Then he
took out the toffee-packet, and openead
the end of the cardboard carton,

His bland snd smiling face had ex-
pressed nothing to Carter but enjoy-
ment of the jape on Bunter. ut
behind that bland and smiling face,
there was an Oriental keenness of which
Carter had no suspicion,

No doubt it was no end of a joke to
set Bunter coughing and gurgling with
& dose of mustard hidden in & chunk of
tofiee. But Wun Lung meant to know
exactly what was in_thet packet before
ho landed it on the Owl ufp the Remove.

To all appearance, it was an ordinary
patket of toffee, with nothing whatever
suspicious about it

But there was more in that packet
than met the eve.

Wun removed the chunk of toffee, and
a gleam of meial in the carton caught
his eve.

It was a small steel key that was
packed under the toffee—invisible until
the chunk was removed,

Wun’s almond eyes fixed on it, end
widened,

Then ho examined the toffee. There
was no sign on it that it had becn bored
for the introduction of mustard.

The little Chinee sat_in deep thought
for a few minutes, He did not like
Carter, or trust him, and he knew thsat
he was down on Bunter. Now he knew
that his sleight-of-hand skill was to be
made use of to E)!ant that key on the
unsuapecting fat Owl.

He knew that key! All the Remove
fellows had seen it dozens of times. It
was the key of Quelch’s specially private
drawer in his table, which was always
kept carefully locked.

Private correspondence and all sorts
of documents such as copies of school
reports, or notes for the same, were kept
in that drawer. Few fellows at Grey-
friars would have cared to nose into it
—but Bunter was one of the few!l
Bunter could always be relied upon to
nose nto anything, if he had the ghost
of a chanee.

How Carter had got hold of that key,
Wun could not guess. Evidently he had
done eo somehow, and he intended to
land it on Bunter!

That was the lree meaning of the
“jape” in which Wun was to lend his
sleight-of-hand assistance.

,A-rather grim look came over Wun's
little yellow face. Having reflected for
n few minutes, he reph.wg the toffee in
the packet and closed it—putting the
key m his own pocket |
_After which, with a cheery grin, the
littlo Chinee strolled out of the study,
and loitered sbout the passage till the
Remove came up to prep.

Carter, in the doorway of Study No. 1,
had an eye on him. He grinned as
Wun gave him a wink, and continued
to watch.

The fat Owl of the Bemove camo
rolling into the paszage.

Wun Lung stumbled apainst him as
e passed,

Carter, watching keenly, had a
glimpse of a toffee-packet in the littlae
yellow hand for a moment. It vanished
instantly.

“Urrreggh 1 gasped Bunter, as he
tottered. ™ You elumsy heathen, wharrer
you bumping inte me for?”

“Plenty solly!” said Wan. “Foot
slippog—>"

*Ch, get ouk. bother vou t”

Bunter relled on to SBtudy No. T,



** Gurrggh ! ** gurgled Carter, a3 & stream of
his handkerckief to dab his streaming face.

happily unconscious that there was now
g packet of toffee in his jacket pocket.
funn Lung closed o slanting eye at
Carter, who turned into Study No. 1
;ﬁritming-rhnlppily npeonseious that the
ey was uo lopger in that toffee-packet.
Wun trotted back io Study No. 13
where Bob Chervy, Hurree Singh, and
Mark Linley, had gone in for prep.
His littlo yellow face was wreathed 1n

ring,
L Hullo, halle, hallo ! cxclaimed DBoh.
*Youwre looking feaviully amused,
Wun! What fatheaded trick have you
been playing now 1" .
*“Pullee log bleng Cartee!” grinned

LA,

*Oh, blow Carter!” grunted Bob.

And they settled down to prep in
Study No. 13—~Wun Lung interrupting
hiz work, overy now and then, with o
little squeak of merriment.

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Missing Key !
L LOW prep said Billy Bunter
B pecvizhly.
“ Lazy 1” said TPeter Todd.

“T'va o jolly good mind to
chanee it with ?u&]eh] Aftor all, if
I'm put on cou, I can tell him I had o
bad_headache”™

“ Untruthful I =aid Peter.
“Oh, shut up, will you?” roarcd
Bunter.

Peter grinned.

“Don’t you wank me to be pally any
mare P ha asked.

“No, I don’t, if that's what you call
padly 1 grﬂwle& Bunter. “ Blow prep!
I've had enough to Jda, with that rotien
Buctonius] Lueky I made ihat cad
Carter do it for me 1"

“¥ou mede him ¥ chuckled Peter,

“You were therel” snorted Danter.

EVERY SATURDAY
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floor.

“You saw how funky he was! I jolly
well made him—and I'll make hnn do
the next, too, now that I know he's
funky I*

“Ja that how you're going to get o
good report from Queleh this term”

“Q0h, rats!”

There was a tap at the door of Study
No. 7, and Trotter, the page, looked in.

“Alr. Queleh’s study, Master DBuntor,
please ! he esid.

“Oh crikey !

Billy Bunter roso unwillingly to his
feet.  Interruptions to prep ccriainly
wereg welcome., But he did not want to
sce Mr. Quelch again. He had a very

painful  recellection of their last
meeting,
“I—I eay, Pater, that Aithy transla-

tion was really all right, wasn't it?” he
asked anxiously. * You saw 1it, you
know.™

“Hight as rein!” answered Peter.
“Quelch will give you good marks, old
fat man, unless ha tumbles lo it that
another fellow did it for you! In that
ease  you'll probably get wmarks, too—
from his cape”

~ “Well, I don’t want {0 see him about
it,” growled Bunter. *Bur I suppose
1'd better go, as the beast has sent for
m{!_‘!:l

*Muech better 1™ agreed Poeter.

And Bunter went.

He nroved in Quelch's study in an
uncasy frama of mind. DBoth Smithy
and Toddy had said that the Suectonius
was all vight ; =o really he onght to have
nothing to fear on that score. But with
n beak, you never could tell! Quelch
might faney that it bad been done for
him—he was a suspicious beast |

Mr. Quelel’™s expression was far from
veassuring, as he entered.

Far the second time thet day, Queleh’s
brow was heavy with frowns, as if he
was again understudying the Lord High

water fromt Wun Lung's squirt caught him full in the face. He grabbed cut
Clink | A key, whick had ev.dently been In the handkerchlef, dropped to the

Fxecutioner.  1lis gimlet-eye gleanied
at Bunter.

“Yau came to my study during my
absence, Bunter ™ he rapgedp

“Yes, sit!” mumbled Bunter, ©J=I
left my paper on the table, mir! I—I
hope it's all right this time, sirl I—
I'vec given myself quite a headache
deing it over again, sir.”

“ Your translation is fairly corrcet,
Buntﬂr—unuauullgagmﬁ for you,” said
Mr. Queleh. far as that 18 con-
eerned, you have shown that you can do
better work than you have done this
term, and @ sholl expect an  improve-
ment, therefore, in your work in Form.”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. This was
rathor a drawback to “making ' Carter
do his translations for him!

“But 1 hgve sent for you.” continued

Mr. Quelech, “to speak of another
matter, Bunter! A key i3 missing from
my study.”

“Iz it, sir?"” asked Buntor, bLlinking
at him. He saw no reason why Quelch
should confide 1his circumstance to him |

“It is, Bumter! 1 was called away
rather hurriedly by the headmaster, anmd
inadvertently left the key in the lock of
the drawer It has been taken away.”

“Oh!™ gasped Bunter. e canght on
now. “I—I haven't taken it, vl
When I want a key, I ask Fishy—=ho
koeps o buuch of keys, and—"

“You were in the study, Buuter, in
wy absence. The key was taken away
during my ahsence. No olher boy in
the Form had any business herve, an
cannot suppose that any boy came here
without a reason. Did you abstract the
key from the drawer, Bunter?”

“Oh, no, sir!" gasped the dismayed
Owl. "I never saw it, gir! Oh lo’ I

“You are, apparently, tho only boy
who came to my study durving my
absence I said Mr. Quelch. ~ You wers
here, Bunter——"
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“I—I wasn't, sir " gasped Bunter,

“What 7 thundered Mr. Quelch.
“How dare you make such a statement,
Bunter, when I found your Latin paper
on my table !

*Oh—I—I—I mean-—" _

“¥ou were herel” said Mr. Quelch,
with intensifying sternness. “¥You have
been punizshed on several occasions :fﬂl'
ingquisitiveness—indeed, on one occasion
I myself caught you prying into my
desk ! Whoever has taken that key
must have taken it with the intention of
prring, at & convenient opportuniby,
mto the private papers in that drawer.
Ho ¢an have had no other motive. ¥ou
sre capable of this, Bunter, and I think
that no other boy in the Form is either
g0 prying or so stupid

Oh, really, sair—" o

“In short,” said Mr. Quelch, it 13
perfectly clear to me, Bunter, that you
saw the key in the lock when you
brought vour translation to my study in
my absoence, and that you abstracted 1t ¥

“Oh crikey I

*“You will now place it on the table,
Bunter !” said Mr. Quelch, taking up his
cane,

“But I haven't got it, sir!” gasped
Bunter. “I—I never saw it! It wasn't
thera when I brounght my paper in, sir.
I—1 should have seen it.™

“1t certainly was there, Bunter [

"It wasn't, sir!” gasped Bunter. "1
should have noticed it when 1 looked at
the table drawers, sir—="

“You looked ot the table drawers?”

“DOh, no! Not at all, sir! I never
thought that any of them might have
been open, and never looked to see !”
gaspod Bunter, “1 hope I'm not the
sort of chap to do anything of the kind.
I—T1 never went round the table at all,
sir. T—I just slepped in and laid my
Latin paper down, and—and went out.”

If Billy Bunter hoped that hiz Forin-
master would believe that statement, it
shower that Bunier had & really hopeful
nature,

“Place the key on the table at onee,
Bunter !” thundered Mr. Queleh,

"I—I can't, sir. as—as 1 haven't pot
it 1" groaned DBunter. “You couldn't
have Jeft it there, girv, or I should have
seenn it when I went round the table—
11 wcan, I shouldn't have seen it. as
I didn't go round the table! Terhaps
you've got it in your pocket all the time,
BIr—"

“ Buntor 1

“1 mean to say, you Miiht forget put-
ting it hack in your pocket, sir,” said
Bunter hopefully. " Very old people do

forget things, sir. My great-grand-
father——"
*Balenee, Bunter!™  hooted  Mr,
uclch, with a  petrifying  glare.
"“Place the key on the table this
instant !

“1—I would, sir, if T had it 1” gasped
Bunter. “But I baver't! I hope you
can take my word, sirl I—T should ba
very sorry for you to think me un-
truthful, sir, especially if you're poing
to mention it to Mr. Carter !

My, Quelch breathed hard and deop.

“Turn out your pocket: on my table,
Bunier [

“Yes, sir!” said Bunter, quite cheer-
fully.

Bunter knew, if his Form-master did
not, that he had not taken the kev, zo
he had no ohjeciion to revealing the
contenis of lis pockets.

Ile turned out all sorts of artieles
among them a cardboard packel of
tofiee.

Bunter blinked at that in surprise.
Hea had not been aware that he wasz the
happy possestor of & packet of toffer,
If it liad ever hnppcnedlllml: Bunter had
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overlooked such o possession, such hap-
penings had been very rarel

But it certainly seemed as if he had
overlooked this, for there was the toffee.
Every pocket was turned ount to the
lining. Nothing in the nature of a key
was rovealed.

Mr. Queleh examined the articles on
the table, some of which might have
been receptacles for a key. He opened
Bunter's tattered pDotecase — without
seeing any notes therein! Neither was
there a key in it, He even opened
Bunter's watch, which was big enough
to have contained that missing key.
But the big watch only contained the
works that didn't work ! He opened the
packet of toffee, Bunter watching him
unieasiy.

He did not exactly suspect that Quelch
might eat that toffee. 8till, he felt
relieved when the clmnk was pushed
back into the carton. Nothing but
toffee was revesled in the carton.

“You-—-youn see, =iv " gtammered
Bunter.

Mr. Queleh eyed him. The missin
key certainly was not on Bunter, an
neither Quelch nor Bunter had the
remotest idea how very negi]ty that key
had been discovered in the eo packet,

“What have vou done with the key,
Bunter ¥ asked Mr. Quelch at last.

“Nothing, sir! T haven’t touched it 1”

1 ecannot believe that statement,
Bunter! DBut »

Quelch paused. He had had ne doubt
that the key was on Bunter. But it
clearly was not on Bunter.

A doubt erept into Mr. Queleh’s mind.

It was not a very strong doubt. ¥e
was assured that Bunter had taken tho
key. B5till, there was now an element
of doubt in the matter.

Mr. ueleh, to Bunter's
relief, laid down the cane.

“For the present, Bunter, you may
go,” he said, after a lung pause, 1
ehall make further inguiry inte the
matter.”

“¥es, sir,” aaid Bunter,

And he packed his possessions back
into his pockets, and went.

My, Queleh’s suspicious stare followed
him ti)l the study door shut,

Burter rolled back to Study We. T in
fhe Remove. He grinned at Peter Todd
as he rolled in.

*1 =say, Toddr, what do vou think the
old ass wanted ¥ he asked. “He's lost
a8 key to his fable drawer. He, he, he!
He bhad the chieck to faney that I might
have snooped it '™

“Didn’t you ' azked Peter.

“Neo, I didn’t I” roarcd Bunter. “The
old ass has got it in his pocket, I expect !
I know it wasn't sticking in the drawer
when I took my paper to his study,
beeause 1 had a look round, and I should
have seen it. Making out that I took
his silly kex! 'As if I'd look into his
rotten papers and things—=*

“So you would, if vou had a chance,
vou fat villain " said Peter. “If you've
gobt Quelelds Jopy—t-

“Tye told your T Liaven't ™

“I know that! Tf vou have, the
sgoner you gek ik back to his study the
bettert IF T see yvou with it, I'Il wallop
you 1"

“ Beast

Bunier sal down again to prep.

“T zay, Peter, IT'm rvather glad old
Queleh sent for ane. He made e furn
oubt my pockets, and, I say, I found &
pecket of toffee 1rr my pocket. 1'd for-

alten I had i, Blessed if 1 know how

came to, but I neust have! Look ¥

Bunter dizplayed the toffee wilh groat
satisfaction.

“ 'l whack it ool with you, Peter—*

“Thanlks 1™

“Only T feel rodlier Liungrey 1

HRMense

. And the chunk of toffee waz jammed
mto Bunter's eapacious mouth, and
there it comforted him during prep.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wun’s Welrd Way!

HE door of Study No. 1 was
hurled open, and Wun Lung
rushed hl‘EntIllﬂE&!j‘ in.

Wharton, Nugent, and Carter
starod up at him in surprise.

“What the thump—" exclaimed
Harry.
Wun Lung tore breathlessly in,

stumbled against Carter, and caught at
him for support. )
Carter pushed him off, and jumped

up.

“You young ass! Wha 4

“0le Bob Chelly aftec me!” gasped
Wun Lung,

_ “Bob after you?* exclaimed Nugent,
in astonishment.

There was a heavy tread in the
Remove passage.

Bob Cherry’s ruddy face locked in at
the doorway, streaming with water,

Then the three juniors in Study No. 1
noticed that the Chinee had & squirt in
his hand.

“That potty heathen hera? roared
Bob. “T'm going to give him a licking |
You young idiot——"

Wur, grinning, dodged  behind
Wharton sand Nugent.
“Me wally nicey old Bob

solly,
Chelly I he gaspedzf “Me tinkees you
laugh, 'long me squirtee watee olong
face 1

Carter chuckled. He, at least, was
arauszed,

“You potty little ass!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, “Do you think it's
funny to_sguirt water in a fellow's
face 7"

“Tinkee plenty mucliee funnee !

* You—you—you—->" pgasped Boh.
“I've & jolly good mind to lynch vou,
you potty heathen! 8o I will if you
ever do it again 1"

Bob took out his handkerchicf to dab
his face dry. He waes accustoined to
tolerating all soris of weird pranks on
the part of Wan Lung; but, really, this
was rather over the limnit.

“No do any more; :zposce »ou mno
likee, handsomne ole Bob Chelly ! said
Wun meckly. “Me velly solly, nicey
ole Bob |”

“ Bother vou ¥ grunted Boh.

And he walked back up the Remaove

BSSAge,
C“Well, of all the blithering litfla
idiots I said Harry Wharton, “ Lucky
it was Bob. Any other Bemiove man
would have scalped you I

Wun Lung grinned cheerfully, DPob
had c¢hased him down the Remove
Eaasage. after that extraordinary prank,
ut he was well awave that he had ne
punching to expect froin Bobh.

Heo sidled out of the study, grinning.
And certainly it did not eceur to nuy
of the three follows in the study that,
when the ariful little Chines had rushed
in and e¢ollided with Carter, he had
transferred a littlo steel koy to Carier's
breast pocket.  TUhat key was back in
Carter's possession now—if  le  had
known itl

But he did not know it—and was not
likely to learn if, unii]l he had occasion
to take the handkevclisf oot of thut
pocket. ;

Prop was :marl;r over in the Retove,
Carter Anished has work, in o mood of
considerable satisfaction.  Ie had no
doubt that DBuuter had been sent for,
to Mr. Quelch's study—for it was hardly
possible that Quelch bad  failed o

D



snzpect Bonier, when he missed the
ey, 1t was o practical certainty that
Bunter had had to turn out his poclets,
and that the purleined key had heen
found—hidden m the toffee packet.
Whether Bunter had been whepped, or
not, Carter caved little—it wos oné moro
Wack mark against him, and that was
wimt. the schemer of the Remove aimod
Hi-'i

Indeed, in Carter’s peenliar campaign
against his rival for o fortune, he was
nble to bank on unintentional assistance
from Bunter himsalf! For ‘what he had
planned to maka Bunter appear to have
done, was exactly what the prying Owl
might have done, bad opportunity
offored. That fact, being well known
lo the Remove master, made it hopeless
for Buntar, if the k was found on
him. And Carter had little, or no
floubt that it had been found. He had
heard Bunter pass the deor of Btudy
No. 1 during prep, and that settled it,
to his mind.

That simpla little  Chinee would
auspect nothung, even if he heard that
Queleh had fouud hiz key in the toffes-
packet in Buntér's ket The obvious
supposition would be, that Bunter had
put it thove, to keep 1t safe. :

It was rather fortunate that the little
Chines waa not_quite so simple as he
Luoi-md_, and as Carter supposcd” him to

o

Herbert Vernon-8mth  Iooked
the study, when prep was over.

“You follows kuow what's up?’ asked
the Bounder. :

“Is aoythingi” inquired Harry.

_ “Looks liko 1t1 Quelch is on the land-
ing, and a prefect with him! Bunter
hoen pumming  his iokpot again, I
wonder ¥ The Bounder chuekled. “ It
would ha like him to jape Quelch, and
leave hia Latin paper on the tablo io
show that he had been thera i

into

“Just like him!” said Harry,
[mtghn‘.g.
Thr Removitea came out of the

studics, Something, plamily, was “up”
~far it was nncommon for Quelch to post
himzell on tho Bemove landing, to see
his Form after prep He stood there,
with 2 frowping hbrow, and Wingete
of the Sixth came along the passage,
calling to the juniors. :

“All of you out of the studiea!™ he
ralled.

“What's up, Wingate?’ asked sevoral
TOICCS.

EVERY SATURDAY

“iielch will tell you ™

The CGreyiriars captain shepherded
ihe whole Remove down the passago
tn the landing. There, Mr. Quelch
signed to them to stop, end they stood
facing their Form-master, overy fellow
wondering what the trouble was,

Wun Lung insinuated himself near
Carter. The sguirt, {ull of water again,
was in his littla yellow hand. There was
a =ly prin on Wun's face. othing
rn:auig have suited him better than this,
a3 he had been pondering hew to catch
Carter in the presence of his Form-
master !

“My boya!” said Mr. Quelch. “I
have a question to put to the whole
Form, A key has been taken from my
zludy, which I inadvertently left in a
drawer in my desk. Bo far as I can
aseertain, no boy but Buntor went to my
study during my abzence, but Bunter
demes all knowledge of it”

“Oh, my hat I murmured Wharton,

All oyes, for a moment, turned on
Bunter. There werc few fellows in
the Form who doubted that the fat
Owl knew all about the missing key.
It was exactly one of his fatuous per-
formenacs.

*1 can only conclude,” went on BMr.

nelch, in stern tones, “that the key of
that private drawer has been taken
with & view to prying into the privato
papers kept in it

“Bunter or nobody
Skinner.

“I sent for Bunter, and he turned cut
his pockets in my presence,” resume
Mr. Quelch, “The key was not found
on him.*

“1 nover—" sguoaked Buntcr,

“Bilenee, please!” rapped M,
Juelch.

Carter canght hia breath. Ho had
had to conceal the key, for transfer
to Bunter's possession. But sumlg
Quelch could not have been ass cnoug
to overlook i€, if Bunter bad turned out
ig pockets ] But it looked az if he had !

“I cannot, and will not, order tho
boys of my Form to turn out their

kets,” went on Mr. Queleh, * Bunter
1a an exceptional cese—for I had, and
have now, very little doubt that Bunter
abstracted the key, and ho has been
puilty of such foolish and unscrupulous
pranks before. But the key must bo
returned to me. I reguire it abt once.
must acsk, Brst, whether any boy here,

[!:I'

whispercd

2l

spart from DBunter, entered my study
after tea."

There waz no answor,

“Very well!” gaid Mr. Quelch, com-
pressing his lips. " Bomie boy here
present has taken tho key. It must bo
returped, Unatil the key is returned to
me, the wholo Form wil ha under
detention for all half-helidays.”

“Oh!1” gasped the Remove.

“I am sorry for thin” said WMr,
Quelch. “But I see no other resource.
Some boy hero has the key.”

Bwiiiissssh |

Mr. Quelech jumped. There was o
sudden swish of water from a =quirt—
a most extraordinary and unhcard of
interruption when the Remove master
was addressing his Form.

Carter gave a yell.

Full in his face cama the whizzing
sgtream of water from Wun Lung's

squirt | It splashed all over his face.

“ What—what—" gasped  Alrn
Queleh. “Wun Lung, how daro you?”

“Is the kid mad?” -gni?md Bob
ﬂherr:."; “Wun, wvou awful little
ﬂmr—“-

“Upon my word!” thundered M.
Quelech. “Won——"

“Gurrggh ! gurgled Carter. “0Oh|
You [ittle idiot! Oooch!” Ho grabbed

gut his handkerchief to dab his stream-

ing: faca,
tink.
A small steel ko, which had avidently
been in the handkerchief in Carter's

pocket, clinked on the landing, under

ed all eyes,

— ——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Culprit!
K. QUELCH was making a

stride towards Wun Lung.

He stopped.

His EE;E-'! were glued on that
steel key, which had clinked down with-
in & few feet of him, and lay glinting in
the light.

So wero all the eves of the Remove.
Most, if not all, of the follows, knew
that key by sight. They had often seen
ueleh using it m his study., It wos
the missing kev—there was no doubt
about that! And it had fallen from
Carter's pocket! 2
*“T say, vou fellows,” squeaked Billy
({Dontinved on next page.)
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Bunter, in gniab excitement, I sar,
!,ﬁil-'s the key! That cad Carter had
; I3

"Carlor 1" exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“By gad | Carter 1” =aid the Bounder.

Carter, dabbing his face, ¢eased to
dab, and stared at tho key. Heo stared
at it like & fellow in a dream.

Indecd, he almost wondered whether
he wrs dreaming!

He had hidden that key in the toffee-
packet, and he konew that Wun had
slipped the toffee into Bunier's pocket !
Yet the key was in hia own pocket all
the time! It had fallen out, when he
t.::ml:I out his handkerchief, under all
eyes

His brain fairly reeled! Had he only
fancied that he had put the key in the
toffee-packet? Really, it looked like it 1
There was the key—fallen from his own
pocket,.

Wun looked on with a smile that was
child-like and bland! His amazing
action with the squirt waz almost for-
gotten, in the excitement at the wn-
ezgented discovery of the key. ]

Carter!” Mr. Quelch found his
voice. '““You! You young rascall
Pick up that key, and hand it ever to
me at once !

Carter in a dazed state,
the key, and handed it to
master. ) )
Mr, l?ipcinh slipped it on his key-
TiNg. is brow was thunderous as he
did so. Nobody envied Arthur Carter
what was coming next.

“Carter 1"

icked up
ia Form-

‘Yeé-o-03 sirl” ped Carler.

“You absiracted the key from my
study |7

“#l—I—=I—" gtammered Carter,
imlplessly.

*Wun

Lun g‘ﬁu should not have
played that foolish trick. But in view of
this, I sholl not cane you. You wi
teke 2 hundred lines, and hand me that
souirk.”

“Yes, sir " murmured Wun, meekly.
He handed over the squirk.

“ As for you, Carter, your punishment
will be exemplary!” said Mr. Quelch.
“I am surprised and shogked to find you
capable of such conduct. I did not
beliove that there was such a boy in
mfj' Form, with one exception, capable
of such a despicable action! I could
hava found some cxcuse for Bunter, as
he is » very stupid boy, but there 1s
no such excuse for you.”

Carter stood gaaging, He could not
begin to wunderstand heow it had
happened, but he was fairly caught; he
understood that.

“My boys,” said Mr. Quelch, “1 am
lad that this unpleasant matter has

pon cleared up. There will, of course,
be no detention for the Form, zs the
boy who abstacted the key has now been
discovercd ! Carter, follow me to my
study 17 ]

Cartor limped down the stairs after
his Form-master. The Remove were
left in nn excited buzz on the landing.

“Carter, all the time!" said Vernon-
Smith. “What the dickena did he want
Quelchy’s key for? He's not a Peeping
T'om, like Bunter."

“ Oy, really, Bmithyr—""

“#Can't make the fellow out!™ said
Pater Todd, *“He must have sneaked
into Quelch’s study and snafled i1t—
goodness knows why."

“By gum, what a cad, though I said
Bolsover - major. “He was going to
let the whole Form get detention—he
wasn’t going to say o word if that key
hadn’t happened to turn up.” )

“Jolly lucky it did, as we'rs Pinqug
football to-morrow afterncon!” sand
Harry Wharton, with a deep breath.
*What a rotter !"”
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“The rottorfalness is terrific!”
“Hat why—"" said Wugent blankls.
He coan't want to play Noscy-parker,
like Buantor——"

“Look here, vou bonst——™

“He jolly well knew that Quelch
would jump on Bunter I”' snorted Bob
Cherry, “It's. just one of the fat
chump’s silly tricks—and Bunter had
been to his study, too, as it happens,™

“Oh1” said Harry. “Yon think %

“I don't think—I jolly well know [
growled Bob.

“I say, you follows, what an awful
beast !” said Billy Bunter. “I'll bet he
knew Quelch would think of me. You
know, people do always think of me,
somchow, if there’s anything missing.
I dow't know why——*

“Ha, ha, hat®

“Blessed 1f 1 sce anything to cackle
atl All yon fellows would have
thought it was me if that key hadn't
turned up !" exclaimed Burnter {mﬂy.

*Your own fault1” said the Bounder.
“You shouldn't do such things, old
fat man. Nobody else in the Remove
would—until your jolly old relation
came. I suppose it runs in the family.™

“Brast 1

“Well, i don't envy Carter!” said
Johnny Bull.  “Queleh will take the
skin off him. Soxve him jolly well right,
too 1"

“That isn't-all he's going to get,”
said Billy Bunter darkly. *I'm going
to thrash him for this!™

“11a, ha, ha ™

“You can cocklo!™ roared Bunter.
“ You should have seen him funking in
the Rag, after tea! Fairly trembling
under my eye! I made him do my
translation, becanse he was afraid to
put up his hands, You wait till Quelch
hes done with him. T'll give him worse
than Quelch 1 :

And Billy Bunter pushed back his
cifis—in readiness! His eyes %lanmed

oF

behind his spectacles with the light of

beitle. .

“Fattea old Bunteo velly funnea!™
said Wun Lung.

“Yah!” rotorted Bunter. * You wait
and seel If Carter’s got any pal here,
he'd belter stand ready to pick up what
I leave of him.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You'd better give him o miss, old
porpoise I chuckled the Boundor. “ He
won't be in a good temper after Quelch
15 through with him.*

“Fat lot T cara for his temper "
jeered Bunter. “*Yon all saw how he

unked, in the Rap! I'll jolly well
make him cringa i*

“Let's hang on and zee the circus ("
chuckled Peter Todd. “ Bunter will
need first aid when he begins thrashing
Carter.”

“Oh, really Todde! You saw me
make him do my trapslation—=*»

“I saw him do it,” grinned Peter,
“and I wondered why. Looks to me
now as 1f he wanted to maks you welk
into Queleh's sindy about that time ™

“I toll vou he was funky!" roared
Bunter. *And I jolly well know that
he pinched that key to make Quelch
think it was me, gml I tell vou I'm
going to mop up this landing with
him.”™

“We will all stand round and watch
tho mopfulness 1™ chuckled Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh., “But I think it
may be a boot on the other leg.”

i Erﬂ-h |

A fow minutes later, Carter was econ
coming up the stairs.

Many curious eves turned on him.
His face was quite pale, and his brow
was a5 black as thunder. His look
showed that he had been through it very
severely in Quelel's study,

Nobodr had any sympalths 1o wasta
on him, howoever. ‘Whether lic had
abstracted the key for prying pnrpeses,
or whether, as some of the E‘: lows sus-
?El}lt‘d., to land Bunter in a row, he

ully deserved what he had received.
o came scowling across the landing,
to go to his study.

Billy Bunter mﬁed into his way.

“Hold on!" yapped Bunter.

Carter gave him s deadls lock.

“You fat fool | Get out of my way!"

“I'll watch it!” grinned Bunter.
“I'm going to wallop you, you cad!
Yon wanted to land me in n row with
Quelch, you beast! I'm going to mop
up the landing with you, and then I'm
jolly well going to boot yon alang the

assage! I can jolly well tell you that

‘m jolly well going to—yarocoooop 1™

Carter smote only once; but it was a
hefty smite !

Billy Bunter went rolling along the
landing, amid a vell of laughter,  Ha
brought up against the banisters, and
sat therc spluttering,

“Ooogh! Oh crikey !
beast! Yoooogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Carter, scowling, went on fo his stody,
went in, and slammed the doox.

Billy Bunter gurgled for breath.

“Go it, Bunter!” chortled Bkiuner.
"[}‘lil:iur him 1" ;

“Amm't you going to mop him up,
Bunter 1" giggled Bnoop.

“Pile in, old fat man!” snid Peter
Todd encouragingly. “We're all wait-
ing to see him mopped.”

“Grm:ighi Urni%ghi Oh erikoy ™
gasped Bunter. e set his spectacles
straight on his fat little nose and
tottered to his foet. "I say, vou fallows,
keep that beast off I I say, where's that

Keep off, you

beast 1"

“Ho's  gane,”  chuckled  Peier,
“You'ro in luck, old fat porpoise!™
“Oh!” gasped Bunter. © Ifi—if—if

he's run away, I—I—I'm not going to
s0il my handa on the rotten funk!™

“Have him out of his studr ' urged
Bolsover major. “ Come on !

HT—I—T think I'H—I'1—Y1 let him
off 1" gasped Bunter. “After all, he
had it bad from Quelch. I—I dan's
want to be hard on him, really.”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Locok here, we haven't waited up
here for nothing ! said Peter. * Collar
him and walk him along to Carter's
stud l”d

£ m egg !Il

“Bag him!["”

Billy Bunter gave the grinnin

juniors one blink, turned, and seunttlog
down tho stairs like s fat rablbit!
. Fvidenily, Bunter's warlike ardour
had petered out, and he was no
longer thinking of mopping np the land-
ing with Carter| It had dawned on his
fat brain that the mopping up would be,
as Hurree Singh expressed it, a boot on
the other leg!

The fat Owl Hew down the Remove
staircase, missed his footing in his haste,
rolled, and bumped on the next land-
ing. And his yell, as he landed, waa
answered by a vell of langhter from the
Roemove.

FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Wanted !
1 OIL get out!” mutiered Ilarry

THE

Wharton.
Fellows 1n the changing-
_ room looked round.

On Wednesday afternoon the Remove
footballers were getting ready for o
mateh with the Shell.

Hobson & Co. of the B8hell were
a rather tough team for the Lower
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on | pgasped the fat Removite.

Fourth to tackle, and the best men
the Remove had heen picked for the
game. But it had been  penerally
understood that there would be a new
veeruit in the team—Carter, the new
Han. ,
Partly, perhaps, because of his some-
what irresolute resolve to do better at
Greyirviars than he had done at St
Olat's, and partly because he really was
leeon on the gpame, Carter had devotod
himself to Soccer sinco he had been in
the school. Bob Cherry admitted that
that was ono redeeming point in an un-
loasant chaincter. Heo would rather
ave expectod Carter to loaf about on
a half-holiday with Pon & Co. of High-
ciiﬁe then exert himnself on the football
Hold.
But Carter was keen, and had shown

ood guality, end tho captain of the
move had intended to play him in
that match. His name, however, had

not appeared in the lst posted in the
Rag, after all. And when ho leoked in
ng the little erowd in the changing-
room Wharton told him to get out.

Carter coloured under the many eyes
that wera turned on him.

“What do you mean!”’ he snapped.
“You as mdym told moe that I should
b wanted thia afternoon.!”

“J know that. TIf you're keen to play
vow've only got vourself to thank,” said
Wharton curtly. "We came i-::IIlg; near
having thiz mateh washed out through
ihat rotten trick you played on Quelch.
If that key hadnt turned up we should
all be in detention now=—throngh you.™

“That's got nothing o do  with
Soccer,

“Oh, gquite!  Bud we'va all fecling
rather fed up—see? Yon were going Lo
have a chanco in thia gawme, becauso
vou're goed enough; but there’s other
fellows just as good, so you stand out,
gnd you can go angd eat coko !

Carter stood silent, bitimg his lLip.

Ho had no special ¢laim to play, 1le

** Doocooggeeeh 1 ** splultered Sir“lﬁlliunﬂgup]:;er, as he grabbed hold of Bily Bunter's outstretched fat hand.
crikey !

I say, don't pull me in !
as Sir Hilton’s welght fell cn Bunter.

was not, like Bob Cherry or SBquilf or
the Bounder, one of tho mighty men
who could not be spared. He was good
—hut, as Wharton said, there wore
athers as good, and 16 made no
difference to the team whether ho
ployed or did not play. And that
narrow ¢scape, caused by Corter, of the
match having to be scratched, had madeo
him, for the time, at least, extremely
unpoputar among the footballors,

arter's eyes gleamed round nt Bob
Cherry, who wos sitting on o bench,
putting s foothall boots on.

“I suppose I owo thia to youl"” ho
snarled.

Bob gave him o look.

“I'm not skipper,” ho answered.
“But if 1 were I wounldn't Iu-¥ vou. !

“I say, you follows—" Billy Bunter
pushed past Coarter and rolled into tho
changing-room. 1 say, iz Wharton
herot™ )

“Here,” answered Harry, laughing.
Ho was only a fow feot from the Owl of
the Remova.

“Oh1”  Bunler blinked rennd ot
him. “1 say, old chap, I suppose yon
lemow I've pot o detention thiz after-
naon,

“Timo you got along to it, then,™

“Well, the fact 15, I don’t want
detention 1” explained Bunter. “T want
vou to get me off, old fellow.”

“Plensed, if I could do it1” snswarad
HHarry. “If you think Quelch will take
orders from me, go and tell bhim to let
you off at onea™

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Oh, really, Wharlon! What T mean
is, Queleh always lets o fellow off 1f he's
wanted in o match—I mean, he's dono
it before mere than onco,” explained
Burder. “He did with Smithy, as you
kupowt  Well, if you pmt me in the
tnam——"

“If 1 put yon in tha team——" gaspad
Wharton., .

“Ves, and go and tell Quelch that

Qocogh 1 "

% —
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The willow swayved and creaked

you're absolutely relying on e to sre
vou through in this match—>

“ O crikey 17

"Ten to ono he would let me off 1
saidd Dunter hopofully, “1 don't mean
to say I'm speciolly keen on havging
about a2t footer, you know; lmt Il
rather play  football than stick in
detention! Any fellow would,™

“You would—really 1" stutlered ho
captain of the Remove,

“Yes, old chap—lots I

“No time, I'm afraid!? =aid the
captain of the Remove, =haking his
head. * You see, you'd hove to learn to
play Soccer first] That would take yon
about ihirty yearsl Wo can't ok
Hobby and his men to hang about on
Little Sido all that time |”

“Ha, ha, ha1” roared the footballers.

“Now, don't he n beast, old chap !t
urged Bunter. “I'm really particular
abont this, yon knowt Quelch is going
to atick me in the detenlion class Wil
Mossoo—ho's got about o dozen f .-
French., I haie French much mova than
I do football—really ond dlruly, wou
know—-"

“Ha. ha, hal” ;
#I can stand footholl all right—any-
hiow, T could dodeo off the field when T
got tired—sec?  ‘Fhat wonld make it all

right."

Billy Dnonter cid pot seem to ser any-

thing cnicrtaining in this happy sug-
gestﬁ:m, Bl thﬁ Remaova foothallers
evidently did. They yelled.

Bunter  blinked  vound  at  them,
apparently quite surprised by (he merri-
ment. )

“I say, yon fellows, I wnish 3an

wouldn't keep on cackling whenever i
fellow opens his  mouth!” hn  sald
erossly. “I =imply cen’t bn detaped
this afternoon, Wharten, My sister
Bessia's asked mo to tea at Clilt Housr,
and she's got a cake. Bo, you see, it's
Tur Macurr Lisrany.—XNo. 1063,
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rather impartaut for me to get off, My
iden is this—you beg me off with Quelch,
nngd I'll play footer till it's time to stare
for Cliff Fouse, and then chuck it—sec ¥
That will bo all right.™

“Ha, ha, hal" all
changing-room.

“Is it a go, Wharton 1" asked Bunter
anxiously, “I'll put in all the goals 1
can before 1 have to leave. Of course,
1 couldn't stay for the finish, or I should
be late ot CLf Hense, Dut—"

“Nal” gnsped the captain of the
Remove. It isn’t a go, old walrusl
You zee, Boceer's Boccer, and we want
to beat the Shell—even if you have to
miss the cake at Oliff House!l Awfully
and fearfully sorry, and all that—but
uwow roll away like a good barrel |V

“Well, look here, old chap!” said
Bunter. I needn’t actually play—it
will be near enough if you go and tell
Quelch that 1'm wanted to play and you
cen't do without me. 1 dpﬂn’t suppose
he will ever find out. I believe the beast
js going out this afternoon, so he won't
see tho game. You cut off to Quelch and
eat Leggo, you beast |

o, ba, ba!t”

tlurry Wharton took the fat Owl by o
fat neck and twirled him round in ihe
doorwaey of the changing-room. Then
he planted & football beot on Buntoer's
tight trousers, and the Owl of tha
Remove departed with a loud howl !

Clarter scowled after him as ha went.
Then he bestowsd ancther scowl on the
footballers and lounged awary.

Angry and irritated, he loafed in the

nad, and scowled agein at the sight of

r, Quelch. ) .

He was still feeling some twinges
from the licking of the previous day.
There waa nunﬁuu!}t tha E{ualch had
taid it on uncommonly hard. Tt was

robabla that, had Mr. Quelch known
Eis rea]l roason for abstracting the I:ei,'.
he would have laid it on harder still!
But it had been hard encugh, and Carter
gave his Form-master an ovil look as he
saw himn in conversation with Mr. T'rout,

Prout’s booming voice rcached his
eara !

“1 am walking to Courtfield, Quelch!
Ti you would care—"

1 ghould be delighted, but I have o
eall at ClLif House this afternoon,”
answered the Remove master, ' Miss
Bullivant desires to consult me about

velled the

her soung brothar—you may remomber
tha E{J : ho was in my Form here last
termn—""

Clarter heard no more as he
walked on.

But his ayes glinted unpleasantly oas
he went down to the gatas,

Queleh was walking over to Cliff
House that afternoon. He was fairly
certain io take the footpath throngh the
wood, which was half the distance by
the road, Carter hiad been only a fow
woeeks ot Groviviars, but he had learned
bis way about. He knew that footpalh
-—and the plank bridge over the stream
in Friardalc Wood, It came into his
vengeful mind that there was an casy
and zafa way of making Quelch sovry
for ihat severe licking.

When the Remove master was going
to start he did not know, but not yet, i
waa clear, for he was still talking io
Prout in tha quad. Carter had pleniy
of time to gek ahead of him and clear
off again before his Form-master came
along.

He went at a trot, and in a few
minutes was scudding along the woad-
lnnd tooipath. He reached the stream
in lhe wood—which was low 1in the
summer, bot filled te the banks in tho
winter, . The water splashed on the
under side of the heavy old plank ihat
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crossed t, resting on atongz on either
bank. Chips of ice floated in the water.

Carter erossed the plank, stopped. and
cast furtive glances round him.  There
was no one in sight—{ew passengers
used that path through the cold, frosty
woods in winter-time.  Leafless trees,
gleaming with frost, surrounded him.

He bent and grasped the edge of the
massive plank, It was not casy to shift,
but ho exerted ks strength and
shifted it.

He left it with only the tip of the
plank resting on a slanting edge of
gtone, 1n such a position that 1t was
certain to slip under the weight of any-
one crossing.

There was no dangor of drowning; or,
if thero were, it did not occur to hup.
;{im water was not more than three feet
anp.

B?J.t the idea of giving a middle-aged
man & ducking in that freezing water
was one from which even an unfecling
fellow might have recoiled.

But Carter was in an evil, bitter, and
revengefnl mood.  Having made that
preparation for Quelch, he cut off
through the wood and reached Friar-
dale Lane. He walked back to the
.;:'.'Imr:hl with an unpleasant grin on his
=

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Bolt !

1 UNTAIR 1™
B “Oh loe' I mumbled Buonter.

“dat on  sit down!”
snapped Monsieur Charpentier.

“ Beast ! murmured Bunter under hia
breatl:.

A detention clasa was never B happy
function, IFellows under detention were
never merry or bright, and Mossoo,
probably, did not enjoy his task as
detention master,

There were a dozen fellows in Class-
room No. 10, going through extra
Fronch. Skinner and Snoop, Micky

Desmond and Wihley of the Remove, -

Fry and Kennoy of the Fourth, Hoskins
of the Shell, and a few others, shared
Bunter's woe that fine and frosty after-
noon, ‘They suffered under French
irregular verbs and pave Moszoo all the
trouble they could, which was the nature
of a detention clasa, :

Bunter was not thinking of ragging
Moszoo—he was thinhiﬂ‘g of cecaping
from detontion 1f he could.

Mossoo's back being turned for a
moment, Bonter rose to slip out. Un-
fortunately Mossoo looked round just as
he made a2 move,

Bunler sat down again.

Irregular  verbs  went  on  their
irvregular way.  Billy Bunter was not
absorbing much knowledge of Moszoo's
Imaut.ifulgla.nguagc. His fat mind was
concentrated on getting away,

It was not merely that Bunter dis-
lil:cd detention. It was not merely that
hiee disliked work. Dut if he stayed in

little man, and never—if he could nelp
ir—reported a man to his Form-master.
He endured almost any amount of rag-
ging; “and Bunter knew that Smithy
had once slipped out of the detention-
room, and Mossoo had alected not to
notice that he was gone. Other fellows
had played the same game and got by
with 1it. Why not Bunter?

Even if he was reported to Quelch
it meant only a licking—and the feed
at Cliff House was worth it. At least,
it seemed worth it to Bunter while the
feed was near and the licking far.

But ten to one Mossop would say
nothing. Peaca at any price was his
maxim—s maxim which certainly did
not make his life at Greyiriars School
very peaceful

Still, even Maossoo’s good-natured
tolerance had its limit; . fellow could
not venture to walk out under his eyes.
At the very least he had to wait till
the French master's back was +'ll.lrnﬂﬂ.

Bunter waited wearily for it to
turned again.

Micky Desmond dropped a book with
a loud baug and drew Mossoo's alten-
tion. Up rose Bunter again.

“Desmond, sat you keep ze order!”
rapped Moszoo. "1 vill not have ze ra
in zo class] KEcoutez, vou verree ba
onel Zat is shree time zat you drop
ona hook ﬂnda fliz:H:uI:.‘“]j

“Sure, it dhropped, sorp—"

“Pyigaz-vous | IFFI':' you drop zat book
vunce more— Buntair | Vy fer you
leave your place, Buntair?” ]

“QOh crikey! I—T wasn't leaving my

place, sir!’ gaspsd Bunter, who was
two or three yavds from his Form.
L8 I_'__I_'_! &

“CGo back viz you, Buntair " roared

Mossoo. “1ls it zat you zink zat you

ont from =iz class-rcom vhile zat my
ack he is turni™

“0Oh, no, sirl 1—1 wasn’t going
put I** gasped Bunter. * Nothing of the
kind, sir! I=I-—I wouldn'i!” <

“1f you move one more time, Buntair,
1 frappe vou viz ze pointaic.”

Bunter sat down again, in the lowest
of spirita,

On the footbal: field Harry Wharton
& Co, were enjoying life. That beast
Carter, who had got him a detention,
was free to do as he liked—and Bunter
had to stick in detention |

A dozen other fellows had to, it was
true, but they did not matter; only
Bunter mattered.

A dreary  half-hour  erawled by,
Twice in that half-hour Dunier rose—
and sat down again, under Mossoo's
glittering cye

But his chance cama at lask.

Monsicur was chalking on the black-
board; his back was turned; he
seemed to have forgotten Dunter.

The fal Owl rose once more,

On tiptoe he crelpt towards the door.
All eyes in the class-room were [lixed
on him, except Mossoo's. All the [ellows

Mossoo's clasa he lost not only his hall: were grinning. They all wished Dunter

holiday, bnt Bessie's spread at ClLff  Juck

House, Nearer and nearer the door crept
That beast Wharton might have Bunter, his fat heart thumping. Mossoo

begged him off from Quelch by puiting
i in the Remove cleven and explain-
ing lo Queleh how indispensable he was
there,  Quelch was considerate in such
maltors, .

But the unspeakable beast had re-
fused to do it!  Just oz if a football
maich matrered a boiled bean, in com-
parizon with RBilly Bunter’s comfort !

It was yather o veckless 1dea to break
out of delention. With any master but
!-‘Er-nggrgr, Bunter would not have theought
of it

But Froggy was a kind and peaceablo

did not glance round.

He reached the donr: his fat hand
was stretehed out to the deor-handle.
It was quite o breathless moment of
cxeitoment in Class Room No. 100 A
fow momeoents move and Dunter would

be gone., I Mossen did not look
round——
But he did |

Perhaps he heard ti2 sound of the
opening  door, cautiously as Bunfer
turned the handle, Anyhow, he looked
round and spotted the fat junior in the
very act of escaping



* Buntair I'* shricked DMlossoo.

““Oh crikey 1

Bunter had one fool in the passage.
The sudden shirick cehind him startled
him, but it did not make him draw that
foot back. The other followed it, Under
Muoszoo's exasperated eyes the fat Owl
bounded into the pdssage.

“Mon Dieutl Zat Buntair!" roared
Alaszoo.

He rushed after Bunter.

Head the fat Owl escaped unsecn, no
dotibt Mossoo would have let it go at
that—and even, rhaps, forgotien to
report 1t to Quelch afterwards. Buot
even Alossoo could not Jet a detained
fellow walk off right under his nose.

He rushed into the passage and waved
wild hands after the scuttling fat Owl.

* Buntair | he bawled. “Zat you
come bacl viz youl Verree hbaddest of
all ze bad boys, zat you come back I'*

Bunter flow.

It was 1n for a penny in for a pound
now | The fat Owl raced down the

aszsage, turned a corper, and bolted
or the door of the House.

Mossoo bolted after him.

Heo was going to grab Bunter by a
fat ear and lead him back into the fold,

Bunter, hcaring the pattering foot-
stepa behind him. put on speed. Breath-
less, he reached the doorway,

A fellow was coming in as he reached
it. It was Carter, just back from his
walk in Friardale Wood. Carter, a3 he
came 1n at the gates, bad zeen Quelch
starting—with considerable satisfaction,
Now he was coming inte the House—
just-in time to meet Bunter in his flight.

“Gerrout of the wayl” gasped
Bunter.

Mossoo was cloze behind,

“Zat vwyou step  hiwm,

shouted Mossoo.
_ Carter made a movement to obey, but
he checked himself. If Buuter was
breaking out of detention, and doing it
in this reckless way, Carter was not the
man to save him from heading into
bad trouble.

He made a catch at Bunter, and was
careful to miss him

The fat Owl, gasping, barged through
the doorway.

But Mossoo was right behind Lim
now, his outstretched hand sbout to
clutch. Bunter would infallibly have
been caught—had not Carter been there.

Carter stumbled in Mozspo’s way in
ithe nick of time.

Mos=soco bumped on him, staggered,
and missed his clutch at Bunter.

Bunter bounded inte the quad and
lew for the gates.

“¥ou verree clumsy garcon, Cartaiy
gasped Mossoo.

“Borry, sir! I was trying to help
vou, ¥You called to me—>"

“Buntair! Zat youn c¢ome back,
Buntair!” rmoared Monsiceur Charpen-
#icr., He stood in the doorway, gesticu-
lating. He dil not feel disposed lo
chase Bunter across the gquad.

Bunter heard, but he did not heed.
Iie fled for the gates and vanished,

Monsieur Charpenticr gesticulated
and gasped for breath.

“Mon Dieu! Zat verveo bad boy! I
veport zat verree bad boy to Mr.
Quelch ! he gasped. “Mon Dieu! On
cn a assez—— 1 report zat verree bad
boy for zist"

im:l monsieur gasped his way back
to Class Room No. 10

Carter winked at his back as e wont,
There was no doubt that Dilly Bynter
was giving him plenty of assistanco in
his campaign to land the fat Owl in
trouble

Cartalzr IV
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Mot & Ducking for Queich !

i H erikey 1" gasped Bunter.
He ambled on his way down
Friardale Lane, gurgling for
breath, but came to & sudden
halt at the sight of a well-known figure
in the lane ahead.

Fortupately, he had only a back view
of Mr. Quelch, and the Remove master
did not look round.

of

Flo had escaped the clutches
Mossoo, and it would havo been simply
ewful to fall into those of Quelch out-
gide the gates—like an ancient marinex
woathering Scylla and coming to grief
oir Charybois,

Quelch, it seemed, was walking down
to Friardale, Where he was goin
Bunter did not know, but he was gla
to see only his back.

He slowed down, blinking anxiously
after Quelch,

There were two ways of getting to
Clif House Bchool—one by the road
through the wvillage; the other by the
footpath through the wood. The road
was much longer, but the footpath was
much munddier; so it was a matter of
personal taste. Dunter would have pre-
ferred the fcotpath, preferving mud to
distance. Quelch, who was a vigorous
walker, and liked long walks, preferred
the road—a circumstance that Carter
had never thought of gnessing when he
mada his preparations at the plank
bridge.

Quelch, much to Bunier’s rolief,
walked on to the village, That Quelch
was going to Cliff House Bchool by the
longer way never occurred to Bunter.
He, of course, knew nothing of Queleh’a
intention to call o Miss Bullivant, the
games-mistress of Chiff Houso, in refer-
ence to & boy who had been in the
Hemovoe the previous term. So far as
Bunrer could see, Quelch was going
down to Friardale—and he was glad 1o
sea him go.

The move naster disappeared
round a turn of the winding lane; and
Bunter, in great relief, rolled on to the
stila that gave on the footpath.

He gat on that stile to rest. After a
guarter of a mile Billy Bunter needed
a rost. He had lots of time to get to
Ciif House, and Bessie would not be

expzcting him yet,
e sat and rested and puffed and
blaw,

He was not feeling fearfully bucked.
True, he was free for the afternoon now,
and going to tep with Bister Bessie at
her school, and he knew that there was a
cake But the way he had got out of
detention was far from satisfactory.
Had he alf}:ped out unseen, he could
have hoped that Mossoo would say
nothing about 1t, as had happened more
than once before. But after boltin
under Mossoo’s nose, and bein chﬂseg
as far as the door of the House, he could
hardly hﬂ;ﬂﬂ that even Mossoo would
averlook the occurrence. No doubt the
cake was worth a licking; still, Bunter
did not want the licking.

It was Carter’s fault for getting him
that detention. It was Mossoo’s fault
for watching a fellow hike a cat! I
was Wharton's fault for not bepging him
off !| It was, in fact, E?El‘jhﬂdg’ﬁ fault
Lbut Bunter's. He had the consolation,
sucl as 1t was, of realising that he was
entirvely blameless. But he could oot
hope that Quelch would take the same

view, if Froggy veported him.

atill, there was Bessic's cake to think
of, and he thought chiefly of the cake.

Ee had been resting about a gquarter
of an hour on the stile, when o lall,

5

anguiar gentleman came striding up the
arna.

Bunter blinked at him rather uneasily,
sir Hilton Popper was g governor of
Greviriars Schoo! and had he known
that Bunter was out of detehtion, it was
very probable that Bir Hilton would
have walked hun inte it again.

8till, it was quite impossible for tha
lord of Popper Court to guess that
Bunter was out of detention. wre
were l?ient:ir of Greyfriars juniora about
in & half-holiday, and Bunter was only
onie of them,

Tha fat junior capped Bir Hilten
respectiully as he came striding up. His
fat face did not roveal what ho was
thinking—that Sir Hilton was o fuesy
old ass whom he would much rather not
have seen just then. ]

Sir Hilton gave him the briefest of
nods in acknowledgment, and stopped.

“*Nice afternodn, sicl” ventured
Bunter, supposing that the old baronct
had stup;‘mg to speak to him.

“Kindly allow me to pass over thab
stile ¥ grunted Sir Hilton,
“Oh, wyes: certainly,
Bunter R

IIe realised that Bir Hilton had not
stopped for a little conversation with a
particularly nice member of his old
school, He only wanted Bunter to get
ount of the wav.

Bunter got out of the way.

Sir Hilton Popper stepped over tie
stile, and strode on his way up the foot-
path through the wintry wood. Appar-
ently he was walking to Pegg through
Friardale Wood., Bunter blinked after
him.

* Beast 1" he murmured. ’

Having got off the stile to allow Bir
Iilton to pass, Bunter rolled on his way.

Sir Hilton’s long legs covered the
ground at a much more rapid rate than
Bunter's short, fat ones, and the ald
baronot drew farther and farther ahead.

He reached the plank over the wood-
land stream, while Bunter had only a
distant view of it.

But ho wes still in sight, though at &
distance, and Bunter saw the tall,
angular figure stride across the I?Blurnk.

\gﬁ?hat. happened next made Bumter
jump., _
;s One moment that tall igure was stand-
ing on the plank over the stream; the
next, it was spashing headlong in the
watar.

A suffocated yell floated back to
Bunter,

“ Ok crumbs I gasped Bunter.

Fo stood blinking through his spee-
tacles. His impression was that Sir
Hilton had clumsily slipped off the
plank. But the next moment he saw
that the plank itsclf had disappeared
from its place, and was floating down
the stream.

In the middie of the woodland stream
vose the long, lean fgure of Bir Hilton
Popper, splashing wildly.

He was & tall gentleman, and ihe
water was hardly up to his waist. Had
he kept his footing he would have been
all right, o

But that sudden plunge in icy water
had made Sir Hilton quite dizzy, and the
current was swift and strong.

Under Bunter's horrified eyes, the tall
figurs went whirling over, with wild
spmﬁhingé ) ]

BEilly Bunter broke into a run. Sir
Hilton was not merely getting a duock-
ing; he was in nced of help. He was
splashing and snorting like o grampus,
evidently unable to get out.

Bunter char along the footpath
breathlessly. e could not help think-
ing how lueky it was that Sir Hilton had

Tne Maower Lisrany.—No. 1,563,
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gone over tha plank first—otherwise it
would have been Bunter that got that
ducking. 8till, he was more than willing
to render eny aid he could.

He arrived breathless on the bank,
and bhinked through his big spectacles
at tho struggling figure in tho water,

Sir Hilton Popper had grabbed at a
bunch of grass, but it tore away in his
firngers. ﬁ-e whirled over in the middle
of the icy stream, spluttering frantically,
and grasping wildly in all directions.
Though it had never cccurred to Carter,
for a moment, there was sctual danger
of drowning unless n.man had his wits
about him—eand Sir Hilton's wiis, never
of the best quality, were scatlered far
and wide.

“Qooooogeegeh ¥ caeme spluttering
from the water, as the old baronet's
head went wider for the third or fourth
time,

“Oh erikey !” gasped Bunter. "I—I
say, sir, this way! This way! Catch
hold of my hand ! Oh erumbs1” ‘

Sir Hilton's head came up agsin. His
feet found a footing in the mud at the
bhattom ©f the stream, and he heaved
himself up. .

Bunter grabbed a willow-branch with
one hand, to hold on, and reacheq out
with the other. Sir Hilton was within
easy reach if he retained enough of his
senses o cateh hold, i i

Bir Hilton was on his feet again, grab-
bing frautically at space. But the rush
of the water tumbled him over agein.
But a3 he tumbled he grabbed hold of
Billy Bunter's outstretched fat hand.

“Hold on!” gasped Bunter. “Gh
evikey ! I say, dow't pull me in!
Oooooogh 1V

The willow swayed ind creaked as Sir
Hilton’s weight came on Bunter. The
fat Owl held on desperately with his
other hand. He mu!dp not have held on
long; but Sir Hilton was on his feet
now, steadied by his grip on Bunter's
fat paw, and he scrambled up the bank.

“Good gad!” gasped Sir Hilton
Popper, as he stood at last among the
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frozen rushes, streaming and dripping.
“Oh erikey " gasped Bunter.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Mesting Mr. Quelch!

ILLY BUNTER gasped for breath.

His fat arm felt as if it had

been alinost wrenched out of its

socket. He was splashed from

herd to  foot, his trousers were

drenched, and he was spattered with
i,

But Sir Hilton Popper was in much
worse case, if that was any comfort. He
was zoaked from head to foot, his hat
had disappeared in the stream, and he
stood in a pool of water that ran down
his long limbs. He gasped and gasped
and gasped,

“Good gad!” repeated Sir Hilton.

“Oooogh! Good gad! That dashed
plank | The local authorities are to
blame! Good gad! Uergh! I shall
cateh a2 cold! Gurrgh! Thank you, my
boy ! Woaooogh !

“Oh dear 1" gasped Bunter, “I'm all
wet Y

“Thank you for coming to my assist-
ance, Punter. I think your name 1s
Punter. I have scen  you  before.
Groogh! Thank you, Punter !”

“ Bunter, sir ! i

“(Oh, ves, Bunrer ! I am much obliged
to vou Punter—I mean, Bunter! You
liad hetter go in at once and change, or
vou will eatch cold. Urrggh ! ]

With that good advice, Sir Hilton
turned and strode away, back the way
he had come, dripping water &s he went,
Evidently he had given up his walk, and
WAS 1,hiniing only of getting out of his
wet clothes ns quickly as possible,

“{th lor' ! groaned Bunter.

He was la.g, no doubt, that he had
helped Sir Hilton out of the water. But
he was wet and cold and horribly un-
comfortable. He did not think of taking
8ir Hilton's good adviee, and getting in
and changing, That meant getting back
into detention. and no tea at Clff

MODERN BOY!
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House. But it was a dismal Owl that
tramped away from the spot.

The plank heingi gone, he could not
cross the stream. IHe had to walk back
to the lane and take the longer way
raund. Tt was more than two miles—a
dismaying prospect to Bunter,

He plugged drearily on his weary
way. Euckﬂy the exercise warmed him,
though damp trousers woere still horribly
uneomfartable. Bunter could not help
feeling that he would have earned that
cake E;.- the time he began masticating
.

It seemed an age to the fat Owl before
Chff House School came in sight at last,
Comfiovied by gettmg to the end of his
journey, e rolled on heopefully to the
gate. He cheered up at the thought of
the warm fire in Bessie's study, and big
hunks of cake going down like oysters.

And thef——

Ilo reachid the gateway, and was
about te rell in, when Mr. Quelch
stepped out !

“Bunter!™ ojaculated Mr, Quelch.
“ [s=—is that vou, Bunter”
“Oh! No, sir!” g |

; ?asged Bunter.
—TI mean, ves, sir! [—I—oh erikey ¥

“Your are out of detention, Bunter

Bunter would gladly have denied it
But there he was—a good two miles
from the detention-room !

“What are vyou doing here, Bunter?”

“T—I—I came over to soe mMYy—Iny
sister, sir!” gasped Bunter. “8he—
she's tll, and—and 1 was very anxious
abont-——u®

“I have just passed your sister in the

arden, Bunter, and she did oot look
Ul 1" said Mr. Quelch, in o grinding
voice,

“Oh erikey ! I—I mean—"

"Well, what do vou mean?”

“ N.n-nothing, sir | groancd Bunter.

“I am about to walk back to Grey-
friavs,” said BMr. Quelch. *You will
walk with me, Bunter.”

“0Oh lor"

“1 shall take wou te vour headmaster
immediately we arrive at the school. I
shall request him to administer o flog-

ing for this outrageous disrespect for
giﬁragurd of authority, Bunter.”

“0Oh eriliey ™

“Come [* hooted BMr. Quelch.

Billy Bunter tottered away by his side
He could have groaned. After all the
ricksa he had ta%mt’:, he had not even
entered CLf Heouse—he was not even

going to sce the cake. He was going to
gt his headmaster instead, an ha% a
flogging from that gentleman! IF hife

was worth living, under these harrowing
conditions, Buntcr did not see 1t.

“We will take the short eut, Bunter,”
he said. “This way "

That reminded Bunter.

“We can't, sir—the plank’s gone ! he
groancd,

“Indeed ' said Mr, Quelch. *Then
we must walk through the village. Are
you sure the plank is gone, Bunter?”

o, ves, sir, I saw 161 Bunter had
a gleam of hope. He wondered whether
his eminent serviee to Sir Hilton Popper
would make any difference, if he told
Queleh ! After all, ho had hooked the
old bean out of the water, and SBir

- Hilten was a governor of the school

“J—I sav, szir, the plank fcll in when
Sir Hilton Popper was walking acroszs

I

- —

“Indeed Y ]

“I—1 saved his life, sir—

“¥on—you—you did what?” gasped
Mr. Quelch,

# 1.1 plunged into the stormy watore,
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sie, at—at the risk of my life, and

brought him ashove-—-"

" Mr. Queleh came (o a lhglt, and (xed
his ‘eyes on Bunter. . Never had they
seemed to Bunter so much like gimlets.

“ Bunter "—Quelch’s voiee came [fiko
the filing of a saw—"how darc yon talk
sueh absurd nonscose to me, your Form-
master ! If you utter another word
befora we rcach the school, I will box
your cars i )

.r%l}ﬁleh strode on again,

illy Bunter trailed after him, in the

lowest of spivite, and did not uttor
gnother word till they veached the
rchaal.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Bunter !

i ALLG, hallo, hallg 1™
H “That ass—" i _
 Wasn't he in detention ¥

il Looka as if ho wasn't 1"

The football match was over, and
Harry Wharton & Co. ware fﬁe’ﬁmg
rather Ducked by the fact that they ha
besten the E‘heﬁ’ by two ?nals to one.
They came along [rom the changing-
room in time to seo a weary, dreary,
dismal fat Owl trail in at the heels of o
frowning Fornr-master.

_ To state the cxact fact, they had for-
goiten Bunter's fat existence that after-
noon, Still, had they thought of hinm,
they would bave thought of him sitting
at exiva French, It was quite a surprise
to seo him teailiug in after Queleh.
.Bunter gave thon a sad  oaod
lagubrious Blink, Seldom had the fag
Owl looked so sorvowfully down on his
luck.

Queleh left him waiting, while hi went
to take off hat and eoat. That gave
the juniors a chance of asking him what

-as up.  Ho told them dolorously.

Carter, who wes lounging by, ehuckled
as he listoned.

had hardly expected him to walk right
into Queleh’s clatches.  But he was
puzzlod, too, I Bumter had fun into
My, Quelch at Chff House, it looked as
if the Remove master had not, after all,
captured the ducking planned for him
hy that dutifa} member of his Form.
Queleh would hapdly have walked on, to
call o Alizs Ballivant, if he had been
dneked _

But as Bunter proceeded with his talo
of woe, the schemer of the Remove

understood, The wrone man had walked'

inte his trap, which was annoying to
Carter—but the faet that Buntor was
“for it* wora o solace for the young
rasenl.

“I say, yvou fellows, Queleh wouldn’t
liaten to owe when I told him how I got
old Toppér out ¥ wailed Bunter, *1
say, do you think the Head would? I
wmean to say, they ought to let me off
whon I ozaved a man®s life, don't you
ihink? I mean, it's no joke to plungo
into ey water, and——"

“Was tho water wet 1™ asked Veornon-
Simiath.

“ i OF course it was, you nass!
Whaveer you mean?”

Y mean ithat it's jolly odd that i
hoasa's wetted youv clobber if b was!”
grnnad the Bonuader.

“11a, ha, ha ¥

“RBalier mof toll tha Head any lies, oid
fat mau V' zaid Boby Cherry.

“Magvaiz rarcon i Monsicar Char-
pentior came up. ** Vous ctes de_retonr
—=vann ara of vokarn viz yourzelf, izn't
it? You Buntair——"

“I=k say siv, I—=D'm feacfully sorey 1

[

cleared off,” =ald Dunter, blinking at

He hod expected the
hapless fat Owl to land in a row, but he-

EVERY SATURDAY
him. “If vou'd hut in a word for me,
5] !

“"Vat?”? eojaculated Moszco. "VYou
verree bad boy, Bunter, ¥ chall-report
your to Mistair Quelech—

“1 saiy, sir, while I was out this after-
noon, I shaved a man's wife—I niean,
I saved a man's life!” gasped Bunter.
“If I hadn’t gone out, sir, Sir Pilton
Hopper—I mean, Sir Hilton Poppor—
would have been drowned——"

i Parbleau ¥ cjaculoted Monsieur
Charpentier. 5

"““He fell in the waler, siv,” said
Bunter hopefully. = “I—I leaped in,
siv, at tho risk of my life, and got him
out. My jacket isn’t wet, becaunse I
took it off before I=—I pluged 1,
siv, ™

"-{:'II.,
Dowmdor.

Fvidently DBunter had taken a iip
feorn hig remark on the jacket

“After a fearful strogele, sir. I
rob him ashore,” =zoid Buntor, “Ji—if
I hadn't gone out, 1 couldn’t havo
done it So—so perhaps yow'll put in
a word for me, sir. I—I hope you
Believe e, sie' ;

“Mon Dien! 1 belicve
vord I exclaimed Mossoo.

my  hat!  moumored  tho

ok v
“I zink

zal you arg zo most uncrootful oy zaf-

cvoyr  was, Buantair. Voici Monsziour
Gueleh ! The Remove master eamo
back for Bunter, and Monsicur Char-

pentier preoted him with gestienlating

hands. “*Monsieur, zis Buntair, ho go
out viz himself in ze detention—he
vian, e fiy, ho bunk, and 1 also, 1
v, I flyy T bunk, and I ecatch lhim
if zat Cartair do not get in ze vay.
Ilut zat Cartair he get in 2o vay, ol
zat Duntair he go, and 1 do unet caich
him.  And—-="

L oam already uainled  with
Dunter's eonduct this afterncon, Alon-
siiir Charpentior,” said Mr. Queleh
grimly, “He came to CHE IHouzo
Helwool, where 1 had called. 1 am
about to take him to his headmaster,
to report him for a Hogging.”

“ erikey! I say, sir——"

“¥ou need say
Fallow me.™

“oh, lor' ™

The fot (wl trailed away dizamally
after his Forme-master to 1he Head's
sty

Bob Cherry gave Carter n dark look,
“Bo you got in Mossoo’s way; and
stopped him  from catching Duntoy,”
he said.

Carter shrugged Lis shoulders.

“Can't I do my relation a good
tnrny if T hike " he asked. '"Wouldn't
any fellow help a ehap, with o beak

nothing,  Dunter.

afier himi"™
Bob gave an angey grunt.  Had
Moszon  couglht  Bunter  hefore  he

oscaped  the matter would have cnded
there. Carter's ntervention bad been
mtended to help the fatuous fatr Owl
Tancd himself in serious trouble. Hob
hail not the slightest doubt on  that
pink. Novertheless, almost any man
in tha Hemove would have said that
it was a good turn, to helﬁg a fellow
who was dodging a beak. ob Cherry
erunted, but he snid oo more,

“Poor old Bunter!™ said Harey
Wharton.  *[e's up for s floggmg
thiz time. Of all the howling asses
ho's—7

“The fat chump walked out right
nuder  Alossao’s wose,”  said  Wibley.
“Puolied like a vabbat, with Alpssoo
after him. Even Frogzy couldn't
stand for that., And then to walk into
Quelch’™s elaws—"

* Bunter © all  over !
Brovnder.

“Poor old Bapter M

There was pleniy of svmpathy o

erinned  the

¥

the forlom fab Owl.  Unlorlunately,
sympathy eould not eava him from
rveceiving that for which he had asked
so_crmphatically,

_ Billy Bumnter wes looking and feel-
g ag if thoe sum tofal of the troublea
af the universe had landed in o heap
an his fat ghoulders, 43 he ttailed
after hiz Fofm-piasttr into the EHead's
study.

Tho doar of that dreeaded apariment
rlosed bebimnd him, and his well-wisliers
listened for the loud howls “which
would announce that Dr. Locke was
getting bhusy with the birch; but, con-
trary to expectation, they did uot hiear
the Cwl howl,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Luck for Bunter !

R. LOCKE frowned at the sight
of Dunter,
That term he had seen that
particular member of Mr.
Quelelys Form oftencr than he was
accustoned to see o Lower Fourth
junior,  Attvactive fellow as Bunter
was, his headmaster did not want to
see him apgarn.

“What is 1t this time, Aye. Queleh ¥
ho aslked.

Hoe plancod as he spoke towards the
hirehh. Ewidontly it occurred to him
that that instrument might have to bo
featured 1n the scene

1 anr bound to report this junior
te  youw, e’ said M walch.
“ Bunter has always been troublesome,
but this term he scems determined to
give more trouble than ever. Yon
will hardly beolieve, sir, that when I
gave hm o translation to do—a short
and simple translation from Buetonius
—he  actually ventured to bring me a
papcr written in a spirit of mockery."

“I1—I dide't}” gasped Buntep, “I
mean, 1 never meant—-'"

“Bilence!  For that offence, sir, [
thought of reporting him to you, but
1 decided that a caning and a deten-
tion would meet the case. This after-
noon, ey, Bunter actually walked out
of cietmtti-::m; he actually lhad the
aundacity to run, when Monsienr . Char-
pentier_followed him and callbd him
back. Tn the circumstances, siv, I feel
that only you can deal with him.™

"uito 50, Mr. Queleh,” said the
llead. “Ne doubt o -fogging—"

“1 hope, siy, that a flogging may
maka tlos foolish and tvonblesomo boy
vealise fhat he 18 not here to disvegard
all authorrty.™ i )

“1I have no doubt of it,” said Dr.
Locke. " Bunter-—"

“If—if you please, sir—" pgasped
Bunter. ]

“You can have nothiog to sav in
extenuatiorr of  such  an  offenee,
Bunter,” saild Dr. Locke stornly, 1
shall now sdnbmrster—-m—==>"

“But, sir, 1 1 hadn't gone out, old
Poppor would bave been drowned!™
gasped DBunter.

It was the only ecard he had to play,
and he plaved it, in the desperato
hope that ik might prove a trump.

“TWhat 7" ojaentatod the Head. Hea
withdrew his haod from the hiveh,
and stared at Banter, “What iz tho
boy =aying ¥

Y Some ridienlous story. sie, of which
I dno not beliove & word,” "said Mr.
Queleh grimby, “Bunwer is, I am
?m.-r_-gj to zay, an absolurely untrothiul
0y. "

“Oh, veally, sie? It's trucl®” groancd
Bunter. “You can ask old Popper,

2t
“Who 7 exclaimed ¢n  Head.
Tng Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,563,
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“I—I mesn . Siv Hilton Poppeyr, sir!
1—I eaved hiz lLife, sir—""

“Do not talk nonsense to vour head-
master, ‘Bunter " rapped Mr. Quelch. -

“I-=I—I1 ain't!” .gasped Bunter “1I
veally did, sir, an't? as' old Popper—I
mean . Sir Hilton Popper—is a governor
of ‘tho schodl, sir,” I thought' very
likely you'd rather he wasn’t drowned,
Elrl"':.'._"_” :

“Bless my. soul!”™ said the Head,
blinking at Bunter. “If there iz any
truth in this, Mr, Quelch—certainly it
15 no excuse for breaking detegtion—
nevertheless, Bunter, you may iell me
what has happened.”

“Yes, gir, Old Popper—I mecan Sir
Hilton Popper—I mnever call hi old
Fopper, sir, like some of the fellows—
I'm too respectful—"'

“Proceed at once, Bunter!”

“"Xes, sir. Old—3ir Hilton Popper
foll off the plank in Friardale Wood,
sir, and—and 1 vrescied him, sir
Hearing his eries for help, I rushed
up, sir, and—and, " without thinking
of the danger, plunged in, and—and
swam with him to safely, sir.”

“Do you believe this, Mr. Quelch?™

“1 do not, sirt”

“0h, really—" gasped Dunter.

“Bunter 15 & ver or swimmer,"”
said Mr. Quelch. “ What he states is
guite impossible, do not believe
for one moment that anything of the
kind cccurred.” -

Not for the f[est time, Billy Bunter
had reaszon to wish that he could have
told a plain tale without trimmings,

“But—but . it's ‘true, sir!” wailed
Bunter. *“I=—I fought for my lifc in the
raging flpod, sir—="

“Bunter 15 describing the woodland
stream 1n Friardale Wood, sir,” said
Mr. _Que_Ich..grh_anj. 1. regret that
vour time snould be wasted with such
Donsense.

“ [ shall certainly hsien to no more 1
said Dr. Lotke, frowming ‘“How dare
vou make statements, Bunter, wlich
are obviously uwntruthful®”

#I—I—I mean I—I didno't . exactly
plunge in, sir—" stammercd Bunter.
As the Head clearly did not believe in
the hevoic rescue, DBinter wasz pre-
parcd to moderate his transports, as if
were. " What really mean is, sir,
fthat I—I got hold of o willow and
reached out my hand to old—to Sir
Hilton Popper, sir, and gob him, and—
and ‘dragged him out, sir”

Headmaster and Form-master gazed
ot Bunter.

Had the hapless Owl told the tfruth
to bégin with, doubtless he would have
received credenco. But tho facts came
too late to be of any fervice to Bunter.
As he had started with fabrication, if
was not surpriging that the {wo masters
regarded the whole story as fabrica-
tion.

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Quelch.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter, and now you tell me that you
reached out & hand to someone in the
water. Mr. Queleh, 1 fear that this
boy would say anything that came into
his head to escape a just punishment.”

“T fear so, too, sirl”

“Bunter, I shall now administer a
flogging, all the more severe heeause of
vonr reckless and unscrupulons prevari-
eations——"

Buzzzzzzzzrz |

The telephone bell interrupted Dr.

Locke.

M Pray excuse me a moment, MM
Quelch 1" He picked np the recelver.
“Yoz, Dr. Locke speaking™

Eilly Bunter cast a longing blink to-

wards the deor. To bolt from the

~Head's study, az he had bolted  from

the detention-room, was hardly to be
thought of. Bui, really, Billy Bunier
was capable of alinost anythiug ‘when n
floggring Linpended over hiz fat head.
Mr. Quelch’s eyve gleamed at- him.

¥ Yes—sir Hiimn Popper I the Hoad
was saying into the transmitter. " Yes,
what—""

The barking voice of the lord of
Papfmr Couri came back, audible to
Ouelech and Bunter, as well as the
Head, :

*1 have rung you up to ingquire after
the bov, sir—a boy named Punicr——"

“Punter! 1 do not think 1 know the
nanie——"

SO ! gasped Bunter. Ilis fat face
brightened.  “He—he means DBuuter,

s;lﬂ-—_-.”

“Do von mean Buater, Sir Hilton
inguired the Head.

-*Bunter?  ¥es, perhaps se--FPunter
ar Bunter—it iz quite unmaterial—a
very plump bey in glasses——"

“Yes DBunter—-—""

“I shall be glad to hear, siv, that the
Loy has not caught a eold, or suffercd
aniy 1l Toffects—"

“ But ‘what—what—"

“The boy Punter—I mean, Dunter—
gave me very material assistance, =ir,
when I foll inlo the stream 1n rar-
dale Wood this afterncon, The plani,
sir, fell in—owing to the crass careless-
ness, I presumo of the loeal authori-
tiez. I inlend to take fhe matter up
with the Rural Districi Council——"*

*Yos, yves, bubk what—=""

“J1 do not think, =iv, that I was in
actual danger, but. I might have bLecen
—I might have been, =@, had oot
Bunter run up and assizbed e, I oan
assure vou, sire, that T was very glad
of a helping hand out. The boy pot
very wei, but I shall be glad to hear
that he suffered no ill elfecls—""

“None, I think, Siv Hillon I gasped
the Hoad.

“1 am very glad Lo hear if, =il I
am very thankiul thet the  boy  was
there. " I shonld be glad, sy, if you
will convey wy thanks o Pouter.'

DN, certainly 17

“ Ev—>5ir Hilion Popper desives mo
—er—to—to convey his thanks to you,
Bunter,” sald the Head. " It—it
appears that a—a part of your story, at
least, is veraciousl Mr. Quelech—"'

He looked at the Remove master.

“81r " said Mr Quelch., He looked

ab the Head.. -

“In theso circumsiances, Alr.
Queleh—-"

“Hem 1" said Mr. Queleh.,

“An accidental occurrence s, of
course, no excuse for breaking out of
detention. Nevoerthelesg—"

“ Nevertheless, sir——""

“Perhaps, 1w the creamstances.

Bunter may be pardoned—no doubt he
will take warning froui his vory narrow
pscape from a Hoggping—"

“I trust so,. sirl"
“ Bunter, you may gol”
Bunter made one jump to the door !

Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round

Bunter when he reappeared. They
wers preparcd to hand out all the
sympathy thit the sudl circumstances
required. . But the fat Owl did not
secm fo be in need of sympathy, Ie
was grinning from ear to car.

“I say, you fellows,” chuckled

Bunter, “what luck! I sav, I've never
becy nearer a flogming! Notb thai 1
care much about a flogping, yvou know
—I can take my gruecl I hope, without
makiong s fuss, like someo  fellows!

Eut——" § ; 1
“You've pot olf!" exclaimed Bou

Cherry.

“What do wyou think?”® chortled
Bunter. “0ld Peopper phoned. up the
Head while I was there, and told lhim
how 1 saved him.  After that, of
course, it was all vight! De Locke
petted  me on tho head and said
*Gallant lad " Those very words!”

“Gammon 1

“Beast !  And Quelch sad he was
proud ta have me in the Formn! His
actual words were * Bunter, I am proud
ta call you a member of my Forml
If only the others were more like you !
Thoze wera his words ™

“:.RH.tE!"

“Fah! T say vou fellows, wasn't it
jolly lucky that old Popper took that
dip? Somebedy ipust bave shifted thait
plank, you kpow, aud i he hadn't, 1
should hove hind a Homging, safe as
housez. I wonder who did 8% Jolly
gladd he cdid, anvhow.™
' Whieli Avthur Carter, perhaps, was
glod i hear—though more probably
nok !

THE NI

(Billy Bunter plays the most o
il ‘J‘ﬁ!"f]".!,ilﬂ- Fhe wncxd L FTTI e
careiftng  acries. Ti's culitled: “BUN-
FENS BIG BLUFFE!. Awusing and
e zting situciions you'll find in plonty,

“Bless my soull” said the Head, Dr. Locke put np the receiver and Owdor mour copy of nerd Saturday's
almost dazedly. “You have told me torned back (o Punter, with a rather Micxrr of the carlicst opportundy!
that yon plunged into the water, nnecrfain expression on his face. —ED.)
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DUSTY’S VISITORS!

Another Bright and Breezy Instalment of :

“THE FORM-MASTER'S

By DICKY NUGENT

* Whai's with
Lickham ¥ *

That was the guestion thati wae
being askéd up and down 8t
R 8.

Inky fugs were askmg it in the
Second Form Room. Jack Jolly &
Co. were agking it in the Junior
Common-room.  Stately  seniors
wers asking it within the sacred

precinkts of tho Prefeets' Room,

Doctor Birchemall was asking
it a8 he poeed up and down the
carvisre drive in front of the Skool
House with Mr. Justisa, the master
of the Fifth,

“ Really, Justiss, it’s beyond a

oak ! " he said, with a shake of

the rnatter

is head., * In fakt, things have
comae to a tty pess, a3 the
cantra-forw remarked when the

outside.right kicked the ball in his
fpce, There's simply no knowing
what Lickhem is geoing 1o do
noxt ! ™

“ Indeed, sir ! " said Mr. Justisa
pom sgly.

‘e, indeed, Justisa! His
rofined Dxbridlg'e axxent has
vannished completely. He speaks

now in a moat coarme and common
manner,” .
“You don't say so, sir !

“It i3 troo, all the same!” |

sighed tho Head. " Then again
hia habita have become low and
vulgar to tent that is
almost unbeleovable. Wonld you
eredit it, Justisg, if I told you that
I caught him frying fish in the
Form.room 1"

* Impossibul, sic ] I should say
it was'cod !V

“ It was herring, s & maticr of
falt 1 ** anorted the Head. * Then

in, he walks about the skool
without & collar, and with a bundle
ticd up in a red spotted handker.
chief and elung over his sholder |

[ 1] EF JQW I L} )

“I tell vou, Justiss, Lickham
geema o changed man to me!™
spid Doctor Buchemall seriously,
* Unlesa there’s a dickens of an
alteration soon there is only ome
corse open to me—to discharge him
with ignominy ! "

“Who's he, sir 7" asked
master of the Fifth innersently.

* I mcan, to send him off with a
flegs in his car——or, as tho wvulgar

BN e[

tho

SECRET 1™

mite put it, to
terminate  his
engnsament com-
pulsordy 1 V' epg-
eplained the

ead, “'Lf
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Last weck T fold
yon whet o lol of
outdoor activity goca
on  at Greyfriors
evenr in this tointry
season of the .

Tiis week, so that
you arc not left
under anymisappre-

things don’t ime
prove, Justiss,
tha&t’a u:hnb I shall have to do
m m'l

Doeior Birchemall broke off es
the zovmds of raweunsa voices feoll
on his ears.

“"We're acomin in

“ No, no, you're not ! '’

“ Ho, hain't we ¢ '(¥0's a-goin’
to stop ua ¥ M

i Llﬂ ]: ¥

" Haw, haw, haw

Doctor Birchemall and My
Justiss looked over to the gatcs
from whence this argewmoent was
coming, and their eyes foll on two
burly looking tramps tryving to
force their way on to the premisca
past old Foszil, the skool porter.

“Bleas my sole! How dare
these common persons lbave the
sawee to come to St. Sam's "
eggaclaimed the Head. ' Whaot
do they think

III-
H

j 1

they're downg of,
{ Jusatiza T 7

“ They are cor-
Lainly not the tipe
of vizitor one
cgpgapoctsat s
skool tor the sons
of jentlemen!™
remarked Mr,
Juztisz, with &
frown. “RBhall
wa g0 arul  sec
what they want,
sir TV

** Yes, rather 1™

Doctor. Birch-
emall and  the
masater of the Fifth broke into a
pallop end charged down to the
pgutes,  They were just in tine to
catch the two rufhans biling Fossal
rullly to one sido.

“Etop!" coricd the Flead, as
they lurned away fiom Fossil and
started to march up to the Shool
Houae,

The two tramps stopped and
leered 8t tho newecomers.

“*Ullo, matey ! they cornssed.

The Head shuddered slitely;

MY FORM IS THE BEST AT GREYFRIARS!
Claims HORACE HACKER, B.A.,

In expressing the opinton that
the Ehﬂlf Form is the best at Grey-
friars, I wish it to be undorstood
that I do not pretend that they are
move than the best of a bad lot.
(SNIFT 1}

My expericncea as temporary
headmmaster showed me plainly that
n lamentably large number of the
boys wt Greyiriars ore nothing
botter ihan ti:aﬁani, antd insubor-
dinato young hooligans, (SNIFF )

That the Shell Form contains n
large number of such undisciplined
young wretches I do not deny.
(SNIF1' )

But I think I am eoreet in
cloiming that thero are net so
many of them oz in other Forms,

and the reason for this (SNTFR D
im pot hard to find, It is simply
that I have, by my firi methods,
brought most of them to 4 condition
of eomparative tractability.

What they think of me mwardly
I do not know and do niot partiica-
larly cove. (BNLEE 1) It ia suflicient
for e that ozt of them are outs
wardly mspeetiul ond obedient.
In this reapect 1 feel aure that they
comparoe very faveurably with an
other Porm and [ feel quite sode
throrefore  In asseriing {hoat my
Furtn i3 tho hest as Greyiriars.
(RNIFE ! SNIFF 1}

(N H—=Me pul e e snefls our-
seleey fo give yow the rioht atmos-
phers '—Ep.)

vulgar slang always filled him with

T.

“ What’s the bkig idea?1" he
rapped out. “* Are you aware that
you are trespassing  on  privit
property 1 s :

"“Ho, no, we hain’t ! ¥ said one
of the preshus pair. " 'Cawse
why ! 'Cowse we come ‘ero to
see nn ol mate of ours, hoin't we,
Chearlie ¢ ™

“ Yusa, Joo !

The Head's eyebrows went up
sharply.,

“¥ou mean to tell me thot you
have o friend at St Son's—two
low, common ragkals like you BV
iiﬂ Y+t1riu:;r.l.. “ Impossibut ! Who is

lE 1%

Back cone the answer from the
tramp called Charlie,

“1'l} tell wvou is

name, ok

covov ! he leered. *' 14" Lickham | "
“ WHAT 1
The Head and Mr Justiss ro-
cotled a8 [vom a blow.
* L.L-Lickham * ¥ phaltered the

Head, ' You—vyou meun tho mas-
ter of the Fowmth ¥

“Yuasa! ™

“ (Oh, pgrate pip ' "

Troctor Birvehonall looked at Mr,
Justisa and Mr. Justiss looked at
the Head, The meer thought of a
St. Sum's master being on termns
of friendship with this pair of

iy Taskals was enull to give 1
Shem £ i just corping out of the tuckahop.

them both a blue fit.

A week ago they would have
rofuged to beleeve it, DBut alter
the amazing change that had come
over the ¥ourth Lorm masicr ro-
cently, thoy had an uncazy feeling
that it was only too troo.

Thoe MHead recovered his hreil
at loat.

“Mite I ask how vou come to
know My, Lickham 1 ho a=ked.

“Yuss!" lecred Joeo. ' IE yvou
want to know, mntey, ‘e useter
ho on tromp with us afore 'o come
to this ‘ere college. Come on,
Charlie ! "

Droclor Birchemall gloved. It was
o shock 1o him to leen thak Mr
Lickham had been o tremap before
ke had come to Bt Soem’s ; but ho
was beeoming used Lo shocks frem
AMr. Lickham, and he hoad no in-
tention, anyway, of allowing theso

; chokey.

two grubby spessunens in the
gkool.

“Take another step at ur
peril, vou low creetehers!®™ ho
eried. ** Friemds of Mr. Lichkhom

or not, you're barred ! There's the
gate 1"

“ Ho, yuss 1 " leored Joe. * "Yell,
"cru’s a oner for your noss, matey !

FPlonk !

“ Yarvoooo !

Doctor Birchemall hit the gavel
path with a sickening thud; au the
ruffien planted his grimy fist into
his face, Mr. Justiss utterfd a
gasp of horror. e

" Stop, you wvillana! Do you
realise what you've done ¥ ¥qo've
nocked down the headmasi¢t !’

* Orlright, matey ! ¥ aaid Charlie,
with & brootal larf. “ Now we'll do
tho same for vou, an' then you
won't be jollus ¥

Dang |

“* Ow-ow-ow | St
Sam's ! Wooooop !

Mr. Justiss " collapsed, yiiling
feendishly ;  and  the intzoodors
galloped sway, larfing callousy,

Half-a-minnit later, when fack
Jolly & Co. arrived on the ~en,
the iwo tramps hed vaniab, L.

The heroca of Lhe Fourth simply
blinked when they saw the Head
and Mr, Justiss saud Fossib off eit-
ting on tho ground, rubbing their
anattormies awd groaning,

Their fnces doarkenod when they
hird the Head’s breef aceourit of
what hed happened.

My hat ! Weo cun't allow that,
gir ! "' anid Jack Jolly. ** Of coran,
it's rather a lark 10 see you old
buffers nocked about '

L] P‘:I.1 r s

* But we'ro not leiting sirangers
tako liberties with uuybud?'- ri Bt
Sam's, sir—even you! We'lluake
them pay dearly for tins, won't we,
yonu chaps ¥

* Yes, rother!” -

And Jack Jolly & Co. Honriod
off to find Mr. Lickham’s visitors.

Meanwhile, the twe tramps had
[ound the man they weroe eecling,

Reskew,

Dusty Lickham was looking as
leased ps o dog with two fuils.
iha had just lerncd from o emagrect
tellvfone inguiry that the real Mr
Lickham—the cuzzin whoso oye-
dentily e had adopted—head been
gentenced  to fourteon Wdbyg  iu
That lelt Dusty more
than & weck in which to go on
enjoying himsclf ot 8t. Sam’s.
As ho stepped out of the tucs®iop,
there was o smear of jam vowndl hia
mounth and a checrful grin o his
faee,

But that grin disappeared in o
Mash whoen he saw Jdoo and Charlie,
A look of alarm took ita plrac,

“ U, vou coveys ! ha said.

“Waolto, Dusty 1™

The bopgus Form-moster stoeted
nneczily, .

“ Not 50 much of the * Duaty® ! &
he gaid. = My name's Ize “i“;'!in

fiensions, I tweuld

thiz ‘ere skool—Izaalk Jolliwell
Lickham."

““ Ho, yuss ™ said Joo, with on
unplezzant larf. ** Well, you're atill
Dusty to us, an’ aur ol’ pal Dusty's

oin’ to ‘elp ue hover a little job,
win't ‘e, Charlie 1

Dusty Lickham frownped feereoly.

“A meer nothink, Dusty!"
leered Charlis. ** "Elp us to kidnap
a rich yung bloke of the name of
Bullion as ’anga ont in thia ‘ere
skool. That's hall, Wot's your
apgwer T

“'Ere it i8!* replied Dusty
Lickham, with a grim smilc.

Bang! Crash! Wallop!

“Yow-ow! ’Elpt”

“Woo-cop! ‘Ands hoff 1"

“ Now Eit- hout 'Y snapped
Dusty Lickham.

Chatlie and Joo waited for no
more. They ran—and Dusty
Lickham returncd to the tuckshop
toc refresh himself ~with another
gingor-pop.

But tho introoders had by no
means given up heap of bringing off
their kidnapping stunt, 2 EOOT
a8 they were out of sito of the tuck-
shop, they asked a gordoner’s
where Bullion was, And, as lue
would have it, Bullion waa just
walking goross to them from the
playiug-fields.

The twe hkidnappers waited for
him in the eholter of some busghes.

* Gotcher ! * growled tho ruffians,
ua they sprang out on the welthy
vung Fourth Fermer,
~ Inabrace of shales, the yungstor
had been gagged and bound and

bundled into an old eack. Then
Joe slung him across hia sholder
and the kiduappers snenlcd
out of 8t. SBam’s by a aile gate.

Five minnits later, the Head
summoned Mr., Lickham to his
study.

“ Lickhom ! ¥ he said, sternly.
* Much ns it ves me to part
with an old and trusicd servoang, I
have decided that it is impossibul
to keep o master who hobnobs with

common tramps. You are dis-
charged ! "

Dusty Lickbem’s scrubby jaw
dmpllimd'

“Ho, erikey!™ he mermered.

“ Buat look ‘ere, old covey, them

like fo assure pou
that indoor recreations are
alzo & full swing.

The frost mentioned last
weeh has now broken, and,
skating being over—only
temiporarily, e hopel!—
there is a beom in indeor

Jun.

In the coursc of the Tust
five evemings, we in tho
Roemove have got through
gquile an bupressive pro-
Framme.

Inky com {the chess
chantpionship of the Lower
School, beating Peter Todd
in tweo out of threc very
feeen garnes.

WHARTON

CALLING!

sixtecn vofca fo len that
schoolboys should be ul-
lowed Lo govern thewe-
selves. IE (s to be hopod
that the authoritics will sit
up mnd tahe notice!

Johnny Bull and his band
hiave put in ftco evenings at
pructice, ond this time they
have managed o keep out
Haskinsg. Theve is a big
future for Johmuy's bLoye
despite Hoalkins'® absenee--—
or beecause of it!

WWibley stavied scleeling
i cast for his new play on
Thursdag cvening. Thoe
pluy is a thriller writlen by
kimsclf. Ile haa called it
“*The Sereancving Mumny®?
miel I underatand that it
deals with weird crends in
the house of on Egypt-
ologist. Wib 13 taking it
very serlousiy. He wros
not a bit amused when
Kipps suggested that it
teoltld sound more growrn
up ¥ it was called ** The

blokes a8 you saw hain’t really pals
of mine, %f you'll lissen to mo-—"

Ile got mno Further. At that
moment, the door wos flung open

boxers bDeat the

ol of six bunts.

A team of siex Remove
Upper
Fourth team, winning four
This wcas

1lysterical Mater ' !}

The Remouve also played
fico games of table-tennin
—one against the LUpper

and Jack Jolly & Co, bust into the |@ raftling fine perform- | Fourth and the other
room. ance, our opponerts being | aogainat the Shell. Sad fo

“ Bullion, sir!® gasped Jack |in most cuses appreciably | velate, otr lads loat on both
Jolly. * He's kidnapped ! Those | keavicrthan ourselves. Bob | ocensions.  Can’t keep up
tramps Cherry, Vernon - Nmith, | this non=stop win bizney in

have kif.inm)lpubd him ! "

Dorctor Birchem stoarted vig-

Johnny DBull and mysclf

all departments !

lently. Then slowly hia paze re-|wrere e wvictors. Dick| No time for nore noic.
turned to the hogns Form-mastor, { Russcll and Bolsover | I think I have aaid cnowygh,
he ecried, |major were licked—but ) onyway, o showe you that

s Ridna;gd. eh T
§riml:,r. " Eo that's tho game—and

faney I know who's responsibud !
There’s the culprit—your Form-
master, Mr. Lickham ! Stop him
from getting away, boys! I'm
going to tellyfone for the perlice 1™

showe.

Socicly and

both carn full moarkis for
pulting up o jolly good

On Wednesday we had a
meeling of onr PBebaling
decided by

most of us keep pretty busy
after ice'te closed onw
brooks for the dag! Meel
pou  again  next  weck,
chumas |—

HARRY WHARTON.

(Looks as if Dusty Lickhom—nol
fo mention his ™ cuzzin V—uwull
shortly be in hot water | Don't mass
wewt week's  eggsiling T develop-
ments )

Answer to Correspondent:
G. LODER (Sixth}).—** Wheat do you think of the fag who
sevvod mny dinner all over iny heoad 1
He wanted to sco you wearing your old school P1E !}

COLD COMFORT

Flo phoned through his name
und address to the Specdway
and his entry was acecpted.

On Wednesday afternoon, he

FOR COKER!

Strange Sequel to a Speedway Race!

Whoopeo ! Coker of the Fifth
haa won a cup for his motor-bike!

But if you think the scoffers
are piping down, waii Lill you've
heord tho [ull story @

Coker hesrd thero wnd gmoing
to bo a raco for nmatows at the
Lanthwm Speedway. He heard
it fromn Potter, who heard it from
Blundell, whe heard it from
Hilton ; so he received his -
formetion in rather o roundabout
Way.

But that didn’t worry Coker.
The timno and duy were definite
enough even ithough the condi-
tiona of iho race wore o bib
vogue. Woednesday alternpon at
three  o'clock prompt, Potier
suid, and Coker nade up Lis
mind about ik ul once.

“T'rr om ! he said, I'm
phoning my cnbry right away,
1t will mean 1 shan't be alle to
turn oni for the Fifth at footer,
but thet can't he belped.”

This little difficulty wae of no
imporiance, a8 it happeoed, for
it appeared that Coker had not
been sclected to play for the
Fifth.
ficedl exeept thefellows who liko

tting u cheap lawgh by waleh-
dng Uoker play fvotor!

drove off in great gleo. Iwver
since he’s had a motor-bike,
Coker has drevmned of racing it
on a Speedway to the frenzied
cheering of thousands of fuus,
Now, it scemed, his dream is at
last coming true !

Coker's inachine shoue like
burnizhed gold when ho left
Groyiriars.

It locked somewhat different
by the timo he reached Lentham,

In the ecourso of (he journey
ho hud collided with a tree and
6 havstuck and landed twieo
in o ditch, The motor-hiko
looked slightly tho worse for
wear.  Coker regretted it ; but
it couldn't be helped.

Cokor wesa rolioved, anywav,
when he arrived, Lo find that his
machine locked gquite o smavt
affair in compurison witl others
present.  True, it waa covered
in mud, but ita general outline
looked businesslike,whereas most
of tho othera looked as if they
had come out of the Ark,

Colzer was ziven o number and
lingd wp for one of the hents.
The race storted ond, to hia

S0 evorybody wus sotia-

great jov, Coker rapidly forgod
achend and, in spita of oceasional
wohblesand continual zigzaggingy,
¢nded up an casy winner ! Later
he was lined up again in the final
and repeated the performance
by licking the lot.

Amid loud cheora, Coker wosz
presented with o silver eup,

Then camo the unfortunaie
seqgnel.

Une of Coker's rivals lodged o
protest and tho stewards scroped
someg of the mud off Coker's
machine and had a loock at if.
Then thoy disquulifind Caoloor
aud nwurgml the race to the
gocond maon.

Whoen Coker siarted kiclongz
up & dust about it, he suade «
remnarkoable discovery, and the
discovery was this :

The race he had won waa a rnnn
for old croeks pueranieod to ho
net less than 20 yerrs old !

Cheers  for Coker, anyway,
luda ' Ho cpn, at Ieast, say he
hos won o motor-hike rovce,
though we seriously donlhy
whether he'll boast much abouk
it, II you takeo our tip, Coler,
old man, you'll mako the mess
of it. 1t's tho only speedway
rice vow're over likely to win!



